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The Author is extremely interested in History: and in 
writing about the Cemetery in Evergreen, Alabama, she 
brings out some vitally important and authetnic facts. Her 
vast knowledge on local history is amazing. She inherited the 
taste for writing from forebears. She is a niece of the late Dr. 
B. F. Riley; a writer of uote and formely, President of 
Howard College. 


She is a native of Monroe County, Born on Flat Creek 
Plantation, to the late Mr. & Mrs. W. G. Riley and the 
granddaughter of the late Enoch George Riley, and 
Sophronia Autrey Riley. On her maternal side she is 
a granddaughter of the late Colonel James M. Davidson and 
wife, Sarah Jane Leslie; people who came to Monroe County 
as pioneers. Such, is the background of the Author. 


She is 1 member of the Baptist Church, a charter mem- 
ber of the Conecuh Chapter of the D. A. R., also an active 
C.D. Cc. 
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THE EVERGREEN OLD HISTORICAL CEMETERY 
IN 
EVERGREEN, ALABAMA, CONECUH COUNTY 


The very name, EVERGREEN CEMETERY, gives it distinction! First, 
a beautiful name, EVERGREEN! Here, one will find something GREEN 
all the year round. 

Often 1 have been asked to write a sketch or facts, of the history of 
Evergreen Cemetery, which is not the first cemetery. 

So few, if any, now living who really know or are there any interested 
in knowing the history of this hallowed ground which is truly a resting 
place of great interest. 

The first cemetery of Evergreen, was on Main Street South, just about 
opposite where the Church of Christ is now located. This, was when our 
City was a village — but as it grew, there was need of a larger place to bury 
the dead. 

One of our elegant and elderly ladies of that period, saw the need of a 
larger cemetery and very generously offered and gave a larger acreage to 
the City, which is our present Evergreen Cemetery. There were many who 
moved the remains of their beloved ones, from Main Street to Evergreen 
Cemetery. 

Coming into Evergreen on Perryman Street, which was named for one 
of our oldest pioneers, and is now spoken of as Hi-Way 31, just before you 
reach the serpentine bridge, one will see lying on the left, this City of the 
dead. Here, one will find handsome stones marking the final resting place 
of the pioneers of our town. THE FATHERS OF OUR CITY. 

You will find the rich man, the poor man, the doctor, lawyer, tailor, 
baker and candle stick maker. Gently sloping on each side of a pretty 
ravine, centered with a gentle flowing stream; dotted with cedars, oaks, 
maples and magnolias, all lend their shade; birds twit here and there, the 
mocking bird can be heard singing in their mellow notes, seemingly to 
want to soften the solemnity of the scene, for those who are in ETERNAL 
REST. 

It is very pleasant to meet and talk to anyone, who enjoys and wants 
to learn the facts about the historical back-ground of our county, city of 
Evergreen and anyplace worth mentioning. 

Recently, I was talking to a most charming woman, who has been in 
our midst for a number of years and she was so keenly interested in the 
Evergreen Cemetery, and said; She and her husband had often spoken of 
trying to see if there were any desirable and available lots, in this hallowed 
ground as they liked the setting. I was so glad to have the opportunity, of 
telling her the history of the cemetery and advanced the idea how it would 
beautify the grounds more, if the City would cooperate and keep the 
stream which flows thru, perfectly clear of debris, or they could block it, 
then cover the space and plant greenery. Then it is possible, it could be 
converted into a Lagoon, then flowers could be planted all] around, making 
it a spot of beauty. 

The stream has it’s origin, from a spring which lies under a bluff either 
back of the H. C. Wiggins or Mrs. Aline Hassel’s place. When Evergreen was 
a village and there was only a Union Church here, and it was located on 
Main Street, those of the Baptist Faith, used this spring for Baptismal 
purposes. The late Miss Sue Stallworth, former teacher in the grammer 
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school for many years, was baptised in this spring-pool. 

The Evergreen Cemetery, is being taken care of and watched over so 
much better than it has been here-to-fore. The Mayor and his staff seem to 
appreciate what the U.D.C. chapter has accomplished in putting the high 
fence, to protect marauders desecrating it. It was the late Mrs. Jeff 
Deming, who left a generous sum to be used for erecting a fence, if ever 
the occasion called for it, so we want to pause and pay homage to this 
kind woman, who lived with in our midst for a number of years, and now 
lies peacefully in the last sleep, with her dear ones, in the family lot, in 
Evergreen Cemetery. 

The U.D.C. Chapter, of Pinkney D. Bowles, deeply appreciate the 
efforts and interests from Evergreen friends, from a distance, who so 
kindly gave aid and helped to furnish the fence, which surrounds 
Evergreen Cemetery; only a space left open adjacent to Hi-Way 31. All 
gates are kept closed. 

As we have stated, one will always find something GREEN in this City 
of the dead. Beautiful Camellias, other Evergreens — There is a special tree, 
which is on the west lower side, which attracts the eye in the fall of the 
year. It is a GINKGO, evidently transplanted and it is most beautiful. It is 
very symmetrical in form. The leaves when they begin to turn in the fall, 
are in shades of lemon, delicate yellow, blending slightly to a darker shade. 
Magnificent! 

This cemetery is on Hi-Way 31, bound on the East by Shipp Street, 
named for an old pioneer family, on the south, by Cemetery, on the west, 
Pinkney D. Bowles Street, named for the distinguished Conecuh County 
soldier (native of S.C.) who served gallantly and with distinction for his 
Southland, during the War Between the States. 

Around the early 1900 hundreds when passenger trains were going to 
and fro from New York to New Orleans, plenty of thru fast trains, which 
would stop in Evergreen, when one was going to travel at a distance, there 
was a sad event, which shocked our town. Early one morning, the body of 
a young man was discovered right near the railroad crossing, which used to 
be called, the crossing in front of TaliaferoMcCreary and Ivey. No 
indication from foul play, well dressed, rather young. 

There was no way to identify him; the officers came to the conclusion, 
he was either pushed off or he committed suicide. Anyway , he was buried 
in the “paupers field” on the slope of the northern side of the Evergreen 
Cemetery. This was a very shocking and sad occurrence, for our town, for 
a young person to die in such a mysterious way and not a thing ever was 
learned about him and then to be buried in the paupers field. But, 
Evergreen Cemetery, took him in her arms and here rests until the great 
day, when all mysteries shall be cleared away. 

As we think of those who are at rest in this old cemetery, we are proud 
to know the best blood in the land, are resting right here in this hallowed 
ground. 

Two sisters-in-law, who were not related by blood, share a unique 
relationship with the dead. One sister in law, was very closely related to 
General R. E. Lee, on the Lee side, the other sister in law was related to 
him, on his Mother’s side, she being Emily Hill Carter. Then we also know, 
there are several who were closely related by blood, to the late President 
Gieiee Roosevelt, on his Mother’s side, the Bullucks (Bulloch) of 

eorgia. 


“j= 


We have heard, that there is another person buried in this old 
cemetery , was a descendant of Empress Josephine, and I must say, she did 
look “Frenchy,” however, Josephine was not born in France, but in one of 
the “Islands of the Sea.” We had a German, who landed right here in 
Evergreen, during War 1, escaping from his Fatherland for political 
reasons. He was an officer in the Kaiser’s own force. One of our early 
Judges, in fact, he was the first Judge of Conecuh, bringing from his home 
state, South Carolina, his bride, who.was the daughter of Governor Canty. 
So after all, this old historical cemetery can and does claim some, who 
could walk with the NOBLES of any land. As we wander down thru the 
avenues of this hallowed ground, we pause at the graves of these brave 
ones, victims of the tragic years of 1860-1865. 

We wonder if we have paid the best homage to these brave ones, who 
await the call of the bugle, whose notes will sound and all will arise on that 
GREAT DAY to receive their just reward? So in a small and humble way, 
with a spirit of love and patriotism, devotion and appreciation, I want to 
dedicate this book, to those NOBLE GALLANT and HEROIC SOULS, 
who so bravely and unselfishly faced death, for their loved ones and their 
beloved SOUTHLAND. THE FAIREST LAND ON EARTH. And I want 
to thank all, who have confidence in wanting me to write this History. 
And to Mrs. J. R. Taylor and Mrs. Hunter Morgan, who have given me 
their full confidence and encouragement, in trying to aid me in all and 
many ways. I am sure there are some who served in the War Between The 
States who are buried in this cemetery, and their graves are not marked 
and information wasn’t available. We do want to include them in our love 
and appreciation. 

I have tried in my humble way to give my best, 


Elizabeth d’Autrey Riley 


COLONEL PINKNEY D. BOWLES 

Colonel Bowles, came to Sparta, (which was then the county seat) in 
Conecuh County, from Edgefield District, South Carolina, in the year of 
1859. He practiced law until the beginning of the War Between the States. 
In 1860, he was appointed Colonel of the 28th, Regiment of Alabama 
Militia, also 2nd Lt. in the Conecuh Guards, in the summer of 1860. 
During the long and bloody period, Colonel Bowles was ever found at the 
head of his Regiment. In 1863, he married Miss Stearns, daughter of Judge 
Stearns, also of Sparta. 

Now, he is resting in Evergreen Cemetery. 


HOUSTON BROWN 
This Confederate soldier, came to Evergreen, around 1904, from near 
Greenville, served in the army as Ist. Lt. 
He is asleep in Evergreen Cemetery. 


JESSIE P. CHAPMAN 

This gentleman, born 1832 — died 1885. 

Mr. Chapman came from Clarke County. He came from a distinguished 
family. He served four years in the Southern Army. He sleeps in Evergreen 
Cemetery. 

His descendant in Evergreen is Mrs. E. C. Northcutt. 


THOMAS C. CARGILL 

This Confederate soldier, was born 1826- in Maplesville, Alabama. He 
served with Alabama Calvary as Corporal, CO, K. 

He came to Evergreen, Alabama, after the War. 

He married Miss Mary Ann Walker, daughter of the pioneer physician 
and surgeon, Dr. Nathaniel Young Walker. 

He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. His descendant in Evergreen, is Mrs. 
Ralph McCreary. 


WILLIAM CROSBY 
Mr. Crosby, was a Confederate soldier, but we have no record of his 
service, only a Confederate marker at his grave. 
He came from a distinguished family. His grandmother, was a first 
cousin, to General Marion, Swamp Fox. 
He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


WILLIAM BENJAMIN CRAWFORD 

“Under the spreading chestnut tree, 

The Smith, a mighty man is he.” 

Wm. Benjamin Crawford, came to Evergreen, soon after the War 
Between the States. He was born in Burnt Corn in 1836. He joined the 
Confederate forces and was in the 2nd, Alabama Cavalry Co. H. 

Mr. Crawford operated a blacksmith shop, which was located just 
about where the City Hall now stands. He was the father of two sons, 
Charles, who became a minister of the Baptist faith; William, who studied 
law under the late R. G. Farnham, both sons deceased. One daughter was 
married to a Baptist minister. 

Mr. Crawford, was a typical blacksmith, as Longfellow would describe 
him. He wore a long white beard, very stooped, kind, with twinkling eyes, 
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wearing the leather apron. As the school children of that day, would pass 
his shop, they would peer in at him as le would be bending over working 
with a horse, fitting on a shoe or at the anvil, when the sparks would fly. 
He would wave a hand at us but we never ventured near. 

He lies asleep in the Evergreen Old Cemetery amid his comrades of the 
1860-1865 conflict. 


JAMES THOMAS DUNSFORD — CONFEDERATE SOLDIER 
This confederate soldier, was born 1845, in Eufaula, Ala. He belonged 
in the 23rd Alabama Infantry, Co. K. Paroled at close of activities. Came 
to Evergreen, lived here for several years, and is buried in Evergreen 
Cemetery. 
This confederate soldier, has one descendant in Evergreen, Mrs. Annie 
Lou Williamson Baggett, who is associated and connected with the 
Conecuh County Hospital. 


MACK ETHRIDGE 
This kind, gentleman, served as a Confederate soldier. He was married 
to Miss Darby. He conducted a large mercantile business, until his passing. 
He and Mrs. Ethridge, were of prominent, pioneer families. His 
descendant in Evergreen, is Lonnie Bradley, who is a nephew of Mr. 
Ethridge. 
He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


HIRAM FLOYD 

This gentleman, was a native of South Carolina. During the “War 
Between the States,’ he was in charge of a train, carrying gold and 
ammunition. He preferred to be on the firing line, but President Davis 
wanted aud nceded his services, in another capacity. Anyone who was in 
this old Southerner’s presence, soon learned this old gentleman loved his 
native state and the dear Southland. 

He lies buried in the Evergreen Cemetery. 

His descendants in Evergreen, are as follows — Mrs. L. T. Rutland, Mrs. 
Katharine Owens and Mrs. Jerry Fenn; one great granddaughter, Mrs. Cecil 
Price. 


ROBERT FINCH 

This gentleman came to Evergreen, from his native state, Virginia, soon 
after the great conflict of 1860-1865. 

Mr. Finch and several brothers offered their services, to defend the 
beloved Southland and as President Davis saw the need of men, to run a 
commissary, he immediately assigned Mr. Finch to serve in one, which he 
did throughout the years of the conflict. He was a devoted member of the 
Baptist church. He passed away in Dec. 1905. 

His descendant in Evergreen, is Mrs. Katie Finch McCreary. He is at rest 
in Evergreen Cemetery. 


FINCHER 
James Fincher, was a native of Georgia. Born in 1842. Came to 
Conecuh county, in the pioneer era. 


Served in Simpson Mountain Rangers, Company E. and other phases of 
the Southern cause. 
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Buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 


THOMAS SMALLWOOD HAGOOD 

This confederate soldier, hailed from Lowndes county, born 1847. 

He was a good man who walked daily with his Master, and one, who 
served his Southland with loyalty and courage. He belonged to Co. L 
Regiment 45th, served under General Joseph E. Johnston. Fought 
Sherman, through to Atlanta. Was in battle of Seminary Ridge and 
Lookout Mountain. Also was in the battle of Franklin, Tenn. Served under 
General Forest. Was captured at the battle of Franklin, Tenn, and was sent 
to Chicago, as prisoner of: War, in Dec. 1864 and remained until June 
1865. He was sent to Louisville, Ky. by train and then he had to walk 
from Louisville to Lowndes county and arrived home on June the 29th, 
1865 and all of this, before he was eighteen years old. 

This is a rich heritage for his descendants, who live in Evergreen and 
elsewhere. He was the father of a large family of sons, several Baptist 
ministers and pliysicians were in this family. His children arose up and 
called him, BLESSED! 

His descendants living in Evergreen, are Mrs. J. E. Jones, Cecil Hagood, 
Dr. Joe Hagood and Misses Damoval and Ann Hagood, and Winston 
Hagood. He is asleep in Evergreen Cemetery. 


MR. JOHN HILL 
This gentleman, came from Clarke county. He was a devoted member 
of the Methodist church. He was a Confederate soldier. 
He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


NOAH B. JONES 

This Confederate soldier, came from Macon County. Born. Nov. 2Ist, 
1841, at Laplace. Enlisted March 1862 at Fort Barancas, Florida. Ist 
Alabama Infantry, Co. “‘D”’, captured in Spring 1862 in Tenn. Exchanged 
and returned to same unit where he remained until close of War. He was 
married to Miss Molly Shipp. He was the first Post Master, of Evergreen, 
Ala. 

He sleeps in the Evergreen Cemetery. 


J. V. KNIGHT 

We have no record of the gentleman, as serving in the War Between the 
States, but we feel sure he was a Confederate soldier; possibly going out 
with Mobile sojdiers as his family maintained a winter home in Mobile. He 
married the daughter of the late Major Brantley, of Miss. Mr. Knight, was a 
true Southerner and loved Evergreen, where he spent his declining years. 
His mother came from the Rabb-Stallworth pioneer families. He sleeps in 
the Evergreen Cemetery. 


COLONEL HUGH KING 
Colonel H. M. King, came to Evergreen, a few years after the War 
Between the States. He served as Principal, for Evergreen Academy; later 
practicing law until his decease. 
Colonel King served throughout the years of the War on General 
Wheeler’s Staff. He was truly a gentleman of the old South. 
He was the father of the late Dr. Gordon King, of N.O. Louisiana and 
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Misses Ethel and Pauline King of Evergreen, and one younger son, Hugh 
King, who passed away, just as he was entering manhood. 
They are buried in the family lot in Evergreen Cemetery. 


DR. R. E. LEE 

Here was a brilliant physician. Born near old Burnt Corn, of 
distinguished lineage. He received his medical education at Tulane, in New 
Orleans; served in the interest of his beloved Southland, as a Surgeon, 
throughout the years of 1860-1 865. 

Dr. Lee served Conecuh county, as Judge of Probate. He married Miss 
Martha McCreary, daughter of the late Joe McCreary and Almyra Strange 
McCreary. 

His descendants, who reside in Evergreen, are as namely; grandchildren 
— Mrs. W. J. Donovan, Dr. R. E. Stallworth, and L. H. Stallworth. 

He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


DR. JOHN ABSALOM McCREARY 
Here, was one, who was truly a Conecuh Countain. A grandson, of two 
pioneers, Adam McCreary and Alexander Autry. The latter, who founded 
the first white dwelling in the county, naming his estate Hampden Ridge. 

Dr. McCreary, was a student at L.S.U., returning to Sparta, in 1862 to 
enlist in the War which threatened his beloved native land. He served as 
surgeon in Company H. 2nd, Alabama. 

He did detail duty in Georgia, Alabama and Miss. After War duties 
were over, Dr. McCreary returned to Conecuh, first locating near old 
Brooklyn, later moving his family to Evergreen. He served Conecuh as 
County Treasurer. Was one of the Evergreen’s first Mayors. In later years, 
Dr. McCreary owned and operated the McCreary Drug Store. Dr. McCreary 
built his home in 1886, with brick, made from or in his own kiln. The 
Magnolia Cemetery, is located on the old McCreary brick yard. 

The surviving descendant of this gentleman, is Miss Mary McCreary. 

He sleeps in the Evergreen Cemetery. 


E. W. MARTIN 

This gentleman, was from Lowndes County. Came to Sparta in 1849. 

During the War, Mr. Martin, who was a West Point Graduate, organized 
a company of volunteers, of which he was made Captain. He rose to the 
rank of Major of theregiment, to which his company was attached. 

In later years, one of Alabama’s Governors, honored him, by giving 
him, the title of General, which, of course was an honor and a courtesy. 
He lies buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 


DR. ADAM ALEXANDER McKITTRICK 

Evergreen was fortunate to have this son, of South Carolina to come 
and settle here, practicing medicine and surgery for fifty years, in 
Evergreen and the surrounding country. 

Dr. McKittrick, studied in old Heidelburg, Columbia N.Y. and St. 
Louis, Mo. 

He was a Surgeon, with the Southern Army at Vicksburg and other 
important battles. He had the rank of Captain. Dr. McKittrick was a 
student and loved Greek and Latin and never lost the opportunity of 
trying to arouse one’s interest, in these languages. Dr. McKittrick passed 
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away, in 1908. His descendants, in Evergreen, are as follows, Miss Mildred 
Williams, Mrs. Lawton Kamplain, (granddaughters) one great grand- 
daughter, Mrs. Eleanor Horton. 

He lies asleep in Evergreen Cemetery, amidst his comrades of the War 
Between the States. 1860-1865. 

A wonderful old soldier, who was true to his Southland. 


R. J. McCREARY — Cadet from the University of Alabama 

This gentleman, had a most interesting experience, while at the 
University of Alabama. 

He was sent out, with«the other Cadets, to guard a bridge, and before 
he was able to fire a shot, he was shot, just below the heart, the bullet 
went through his body and came out at the shoulder. 

In 1877, Mr. McCreary served Conecuh as sheriff. He was the son of 
Almyra Strange Autrey and Joe McCreary, both, representative families — 
He was the grandson of Adam McCreary, a pioneer of Conecuh. Mr. 
McCreary married Miss Mary Stanley, who came of pioneer families — 
dating her lineage back to “Meri ole England’? when and where her 
forebears fought in the great battle of Runnymede. 

They reared a large family, all deceased, except one daughter living in 
Montgomery. 

Mr. and Mrs. McCreary are asleep in the Evergreen Cemetery. 


GEORGE W. NICKOLSON 
This brave Confederate soldier, came to Conecuh county after the War 
Between the States, he served in the 45th Alabama Infantry, Co. H. as a 
private. He joined the forces in Tuskegee, Alabama. 
He sleeps in the Evergreen Cemeiery. 


M. M. PULLEN 
This old Confederate soldier, was born in 1834 in Georgia. Served all 
four years of conflict. Buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 
His descendant in Evergreen, is Mrs. Dollie Salter Mills. 


HASKEW PAGE 

This gentleman, was a student, of the renowned Georgetown Univer- 
sity of Washington, D.C. 

He joined the Confederate Army in 1861, in Virginia. He married Miss 
Laura Autrey, daughter of Absalom Autrey and Sarah Cary Autrey. 

His only descendant in Evergreen, Alabama, is E. C. Page, the 2nd. 

This old soldier lies with many of his friends and comrades in 
Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


PERRYMAN 

James Perryman was one of the noble Conecuh Guards. Was honorably 
discharged, Jan. 1862 — died in Conecuh — Lies buried in Evergreen Old 
Cemetery. 

The Perryman men, played an important part in the early days of 
Conecuh. 

J. V. Perryman acted or served as Judge in 1835. Beautiful monuments 
in the family lot, indicate taste and wealth. Perryman streets was named for 
this family. 
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J. V. Perryman, was on the committee, who named our city, the lovely 
name of EVERGREEN. 


CHARLES GRAVES RUSSELL 

This gentleman was born in 1837 in Lowndes county. He lived for a 
long period until his passing, in Conecuh county, in the community which 
was known as West Side. 

He was a faithful Confederate soldier, serving as a private, in 6th. 
Alabama Infantry. Co. M. 

He sleeps in the Evergreen Old Cemetery. 

He has one daughter living, Mrs. Emma Graves Dillard Salter, and 
several grandchildren. Misses Mary Cuningham, Sarah, Mrs. Helen Hender- 
son, Mrs. Edith Petrey and one grandson, Charles Cuningham all in 
Evergreen, Ala. 


WILLIAM GEORGE RILEY 

This Confederate soldier, was a native of Monroe county. Born in his 
ancestral home, “Flat Creek Plantation,” in 1842, son of Enoch George 
Riley and Sophronia Irvin Autrey. His Mother, was a daughter, of 
Alexander Autrey, the founder of Hampden Ridge; the first estate to be 
built or established in Conecuh county. 

Mr. Riley was married to the cultured Narcissa Jane Davidson, 
daughter of Colonel James M. Davidson and Sarah Jane Leslie, of Monroe 
county. 

Mr. Riley lived to celebrate his 98th, birthday anniversary. His 
descendants in Evergreen, are Mrs. Janie R. McCreary and Miss Elizabeth 
d’Autrey Riley. 

He sleeps in the family lot, in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


JOHN R. SALTER 
This old soldier was born in 1831 — died 1901. Buried in Evergreen 
Cemetery. : 


CAPTAIN MARSHALL GANTT 
This gentleman came to Evergreen, from South Carolina. He was born 
1846 — died 1909. 
We have no record of his war service. He served in S.C. his native state. 
He is asleep in Evergreen Cemetery. 


ALFRED GANTT 
This gentleman came to Alabama, after the War, settling first at Gantt, 
Alabama, then moving his family to Evergreen. His war record is not 
available, as he was with the S.C. army, but he lies asleep in Evergreen 
Cemetery. 


NICKOLAS STALLWORTH 
This distinguished and worthy son of Conecuh, joined the Confed- 
eracy, as a private, in Sparta, Alabama. 
He was a gallant soldier and never shirked his duty. He fought in many 
of the most important battles. Was wounded at Gains’ Farm, July 1862. 
After the war, Mr. Stallworth studied law and was very prominent in 
civic and legal affairs, representing our county of Conecuh as Representa- 
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tive in the Legislature. He reared an interesting family, four lovely daugh- 
ters, Miss Laura, Miss Georgia, Miss Sallie and Mary, the sons, Nickolas, 
Eugene and Lester. He was married to Miss Hines. of Monroe County. His 
old home is still standing and in the early days, of our town, it was one of 
the loveliest places. He was given the honorary title as COLONEL by one 
of our Governors of his era. 

He sleeps with other members of his family, in the family lot in 
Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


W. L. STALLWORTH 
This Confederate soldier, served faithfully, for his beloved Southland, 
until he was discharged 1861, for impaired health. 
His descendants in Evergreen, Dr. Robert E. Stallworth, and L. H. 
Stallworth. 
He sleeps in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery. 


W.E. TATE 
This Confederate soldier, came from Memphis, Tenn. He was a very 
scholarly gentleman. He was an ardent member of the Methodist. He was 
connected with the leading families of Virginia. 
He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


M. B. SALTER 

It is a great blessing and honor to have known so many of these fine 
old soldiers, who offered their lives, for their beloved Southland. To hear 
them talk of their experiences, as they fought so gallantry, for a cause, 
which proved so futile. 

The subject of this sketch, was born in 1839, passed away in 1920. He 
was the son of Ezekiel Salter and wife, Mary Ann Buford, the latter was 
the daughter of Major Buford of Virginia. 

Mr. Salter, was the first young man to offer his services from Conecuh 
county. He was.a school teacher, when he was young and it was then, he 
answered the call, to take up arms to defend his country. He was in the 
famous battle of Gettysburg, when and where he lost an arm. | have often 
heard one of his daughters say, that her Father told his children, when he 
was wounded and was in the hospital, he asked the Dr. where was his arm 
and he was told, that his arm was there in the corner of the room, on a pile 
of other human arms. SUCH WAS WAR IN 1865. 

Mr. Salter was married to the lovely Jean Pullen. His descendents in 
Evergreen, are, 

Mrs. Fred Mills, daughter; Mrs. Fred Worman, granddaughter; Mary- 
dent Worman, preat granddaughter. 

Evergreen Old Cemetery claims the body of this noble old soldier. 


DR. CHARLES ROBERT TALIAFERO 

This distinguished gentleman, was born in Caroline County, Virginia, 
March the 15th, 1833, passed away in Evergreen, Alabama June the 19th, 
1902. 

He attended Louisiana University, New Orleans, Jefferson Medical 
College in Philadelphia also Richmond, Va. Received a diploma from 
Atlanta Medical College 1859. He entered the Confederate Army as a 
member of the Conecuh Guards, April 1861. Elected Lt. in 1862. 
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Later was appointed Assistant Surgeon and in 1864, was promoted full 
Surgeon, serving until the close of War. 

He married in 1866, to Miss Mary Ashley, daughter of Captain Wilson 
Ashley, a South Carolinean, who was a pioneer of Conecuh County. 

He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. His descendants living in Evergreen, 
are: Mrs. W.J. Donovan (born Martha Lee Taliafero), Mrs. Thaddeus Ivy 


(born Mary Julia Wild), Mrs. Blake Campbell (born Mildred Wild), and 
Jack Wild. 


REVEREND J. D. WRIGHT 

This gallant soldier, born in Butler County in 1832, passed away and is 
buried in Evergreen Cemetery. He died in 1920. Mr. Wright served as 
Chaplain in the War between the States and was wounded twice in battle. 
Fought in the battle of 2nd Manassas. He was licensed to preach by the 
first District Conference ever held by Southern Methodists. 

His descendants in Evergreen are: John David Wright, Holland and 
Fred Wright, two daughters, Mrs. Pearlie Suddith and Miss Ruby Wright. 


COLONEL 
PICKNEY D. BOWLES 


Colonel Bowles was a staunch 
Confederate soldier — A na- 
tive of South Carolina, came 
and settled in old Sparta, 
practicing law, until he joined 
the Southern Forces. Was 
given the rank of General, bul 
refused this honor. Lies 
buried in Evergreen Old His- 
torical cemetery. 








DR. CHARLES ROBERT 
TALIAFERO 





Dr. Taliafero, served as Surgeon in the War between the States of the 
C.S.A. 
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DR. R. E. LEE, 
SURGEON 





Dr. Lee served as Surgeon, in the War between the States. 


WILLIAM GEORGE RILEY 





Born 1842, in Pineville, Ala. Served in Company G — 7th Ala, Calv. Served 
the four years of conflict. Passed away in Evergreen, Alabama, at the age 
of 98 years. Buried in Evergreen Old Historical Cemetery. 
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DR. ABSALOM 
McCREARY 





Served in War Between the 
States, as Surgeon — In CO. 
H. 2nd Alabama. 





REVEREND 
JOHN DAVID WRIGHT 





Reverend J. D. Wright, served as Chaplain in the War Betwevn tiie States. 
Fought in the battle of 2nd. Manassas. 
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MITCHEL BUFORD SALTER 





This Confederate soldier, was the first young man of Conecuh County, to 
offer his services to his beloved Southland. He lost an arm at the famous 
battle of Gettysburg. 
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GEORGE W. SALTER 





This gentleman came from Monroe County. He came to our town and 
established and published the Evergreen Courant until his death. Mr. Salter 
was a devoted member of the Methodist Church. He married the gentle 
and much beloved Miss Jennie Cargill. They both are asleep in the 
Evergreen Cemetery. 
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JUDGE W. D. ATKINSON 
This gentleman came from the state of Georgia. He was a lineal 
descendant of a former Governor of Georgia. He was one of the prominent 
lawyers of our city. Judge Atkinson, was a prominent Baptist. Evergreen 
Cemetery claims his mortal remains. 


J.D. BURNETT 

This gentleman, was born near old Sparta, married the daughter of 
General Martin. Was the father of three children, Mrs. Harry Dey, Colonel 
J. D. Burnett, (a West Pointer,) and Miss Daisy Burnett. 

Mr. Burnett practiced law for a nuniber of years. In appearance, he was 
most distinguished looking, and one would associate his personal appear- 
ance with the Caesars. 

He lies asleep, in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery. 


DR. P.M. BRUNER 
Dr. Bruner, came to our town, in the early days, from Lowndes 
county, practicing medicine until he passed away. He represented 
Conecuh, in the House of Representatives. We are unable to obtain any 
information as to whether he was ever in the service of the War Between 
the States. He was a faithful Baptist and much beloved physician. 
He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


COOPER 

We do like to remember, our merchants of long ago. When our city was 
a truly mud-puddied village, there came to our midst, a young man from 
Germany. We do not know his given name and feel sure he changed his 
German name to the one he bore when he landed within our midst. 
Messers Cooper and Mertins, both from Germany, conducted and owned a 
flourishing mercantile business which stood just about where the Western 
Auto now stands. After the passing of Mr. Mertins, Mr. Cooper conducted 
the business, until he retired. At the same location, a Chinaman came and 
opened a laundry, which stood there for several years. 

Mr. Cooper was a very small man, some would think he was a dwarf; 
not over 54 inches high. The writer when a child, always stood and was 
fascinated when she watched him walk down the street. He was a fine 
man. He married Miss Narcissa Salter, the granddaughter of Major Burford 
and James Salter, the latter, one of the pioneers of Conecuh. The Coopers 
had a beautiful home, which stood just where Alice’s Beauty Salon now 
stands. There was a terrible tragedy, occurréd in this old beautiful home — 
with its plastered walls, high wains-coating and lovely rose wood furniture. 
They had the most magnificent High-Boy in Evergreen. Fortunately, Mrs. 
Cooper the wife and mother of their only child, had passed away when 
terror struck the home. The son-in-law, who hailed from Kentucky, one 
day, in a heat of rage, uncalled for, shot and killed his wife, who was Belle 
Cooper; when her poor little aged Father tried to come to his child’s aid, 
the son-in-law shot and killed Mr. Cooper and then tried to kill the young 
sons. The son-in-law was proven insane and spent his last days in a mental 
institution. Feelings ran high and he would have been hanged by the angry 
citizens, but he was spirited away at night. There were no other heirs, 
except the two little, boys, so all the lovely rose wood furniture and 
handsome silver and money was taken to Kentucky, by the little boys 
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Father’s family. 
Mr. Cooper and wife are buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 


CRUMPTON 


Dr. B. H. Crumpton, came to.us, from Dallas county, in the early years 
and enjoyed many years of usefulness. Contributing culture and spiritual 
need. 

He served Evergreen Baptist Church, Brooklyn, Belleville and was 
much beloved by all. He reared a very interesting family, several daughters 
and one son. 

One daughter, married Judge P. C. Walker, who served Conecuh as 
Probate Judge, an other daughter married Judge B.F. Crum, of 
Montgomery, an other daughter married Judge SP. Dunn, one married Ad 
McCreary, a prosperous planter and merchant formerly of Belleville, one 
to a merchant of Brewton, one to a teacher and one to a prominent 
gentleman of Union Springs. His only son, followed in his Father’s 
footsteps. Dr. Crumpton and Mrs.. Crumpton, had every reason to be 
proud of their fine daughters and son. This proves the good influence and 
wisdom of wise parents. This wonderful couple are at rest in the Evergreen 
Cemetery, awaiting for the final call. 


L. B. CHAPMAN 
L. B. Chapman was born and reared in Evergreen. Practiced law until 
he passed away. 
He was married to Miss Willie Preston, of Wilcox County. -He is 
survived by two sons, one in Montgomery and one in Birmingham. 
He is asleep in the family lot in Evergreen cemetery. 


J.W. COBB 

{ don’t know where this gentleman came from, but at one time in the 
early history of our town, he was one of our foremost business men. He 
conducted a mercantile business right about where the Nannette Shoppe is 
located. 

He built a one story hotel and called it, “The Orrie Hotel” for his wife. 
This was a rambling structure and stood right where the Dees and Stamps 
residences are standing on Bruner Avenue. Mr. Cobb was manager of the 
old Whitcomb Hotel, when it burned in the late nineties or the early 
nineteen hundreds. When Mr. Cobb's wife passed away, he married the 
younger daughter of the Jate Colonel Pinkney D. Bowles and they moved 
to Florida. He was a nephew of former Governor Cobb. He and the first 
wife were the parents of two sons, Johnnie and Willie. When Mr. Cobb 
passed away in his Florida home, he requested to be brought and put by 
his beloved Orrie in the Evergreen Cemetery, so now he rests for the 
eternal sleep with his two sons and his wife Orrie. 


MR. JOHN CROOK — MERCHANT 

Mr. Crook was a native of Monroe County. He came to Evergreen, in 
the early years. He established a general merchandise store. He was a 
prominent member of the Baptist church. He was married to Miss 
Elizabeth Henderson. They had three children. Their daughter, married to 
Mr. John Stewart, founder of the Baptist Orphanage, which was first 
located in Evergreen. Two sons, Henderson and Lewis; all have passed 
away and are asleep in the Evergreen Cemetery. 
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JOHN CUNNINGHAM -— CITIZEN 

Mr. John Cunningham, came to Evergreen, from near Burnt Corn. He 
was too young to enter the War Between the States, but he loved his 
Southland. He was an ardent admirer of Colonel P. D. Bowles and loved all 
Confederates; in fact this kind man placed Confederate Markers, on several 
graves, which were left unmarked, of those who fought in the great 
conflict. 

He has several descendants living in Evergreen, and one of his 
daughters, Miss Mary Cunningham, was connected with the Post Office for 
fifty years, serving as Post Mistress for eighteen years, now retired — Mrs. 
Helen Henderson, Mrs. ‘Edith Petrey, Miss Sarah Cunningham, S. P. 
Cunningham and Charles Cunningham, are the descendants living in 
Evergreen. Mr. Cunningham lived to celebrate his ninety-ninth anniversary. 
He was a devoted member of the Baptist Church. 

He sleeps in the Evergreen Cemetery. 


J. F. DEAN 

Here was a man who contributed to our town, as one of our county 
officials in the early days. Born and reared near Burnt Com, of a large 
family, of seven brothers and four sisters. Judge Dean was quite young 
when he came to our town. First, he served as clerk in the Probate office, 
when the late Dr. R. E. Lee, served Conecuh county as Probate Judge. 
When Dr. Lee passed away, Judge Dean was appointed Judge to fill out the 
unexpired term. Later he served Conecuh County, as Probate Judge for 
eighteen years. He was wonderful to his family, in assisting them, in their 
education and getting established for a good future. In later years, he 
married Mrs. Tennie Jones, whom he survived for a number of years. 

Judge Dean was truly one of Conecuh’s most outstanding county 
official and had a clean record. 

He is buried with his loved ones in the Evergreen Cemetery. 


JEFFERSON DEMING 
This gentlenan, came to our little City, and operated the City Drug 
Store, for a number of years, until health compelled him to dispose of it. 
He was a quiet, unpretentious person, had many friends. He was an ardent 
Baptist. He is buried with his dear wife and son, in Evergreen Cemetery. 


JUDGE SAM P. DUNN 
Here was a popular man, coming from Monroe county. He came here 
when quite a young man. He was at one time, in the mercantile business — 
then tax assessor, later served Conecuh as Probate Judge. He was a staunch 
Presbyterian, and was married to Mrs. Margaret Crumpton McCreary. He is 
buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 


J.H. DEY 

This Chesterfield gentleman, came to us from Greenville, Ala., and 
opened a very exclusive jewelry and art business. He was also a licensed 
optometrist. A very highly respected and beloved gentleman. In his native 
home, Greenville, he was called “Lord Dey” for his courtly manners. He 
was a staunch member of the Presbyterian church. He married Miss Mary 
Virginia Burnett, the lovely daughter of the late Mr. and Mrs. J. D. 
Burnett. They had one son, J. H. Dey, Jr. 


All are asleep in the family lot in Evergreen Cemetery. 


H. W. DUNN 
Henry W. Dunn, came to our town from near Garland and was a 
successful business man, conducting a furniture and hardware business. He 
was active in civic and a member of the Methodist church. He married Miss 
Gilma Robertson, daughter of the late Mr. and Mrs. Sam Robertson, 
formerly of Lowndes county. Mr. and Mrs. Dunn are buried in Evergreen 
Cemetery. 


LOUIS FINCH 

This gentleman, born and reared in Virginia. Came to Alabama, in the 
early days, locating in Evergreen. 

Mr. Finch was a successful merchant, in our town. He was a devoted 
member of the Baptist Church. He gave so freely of his lovely tenor voice 
and was never absent from the choir, only unavoidably. He married the 
queenly, Nannie Cary Hudson, of Virginia. 

His descendant in our city, is the much beloved “Miss Katie,” who is 
Mrs. Robert McCreary. 

Mr. Finch lies in the family lot of Evergreen Cemetery. 


DR. ANDREW JAY 
Born at old Jay Villa, son of the late Rev. and Mrs. Andrew Jay. 
He came to Evergreen, and practiced medicine, until he passed away. 
He married, Miss Georgia Robson. They had three daughters and two sons. 
He is at rest in the family lot in Evergreen Cemetery. 


ROBERT HUNTER JONES — ATTORNEY 

As the GOOD MASTER, said: “behold a man, in whom there is no 
guile.” When I think about the subject of this sketch, this quotation from 
the Bible comes to my mind. When he greeted you, with such a warm 
cordial handshake, as you visited in his lovely home, welcoming you, as if 
you were Royalty, you felt and knew, here was a Christian gentleman. 
Born of two of the oldest.families, in South Alabama, reared in and with 
all the sacred traditions, of which any Southerner, cannot be surpassed. 

This was ROBERT HUNTER JONES, SR. 

He loved his GOD. He worshipped HIM. Hurts and disappointments 
could not leave their marks. He was too big a MAN. He loved his 
profession — He held many important positions in our City and County 
and for over thirty years, was the Attomey for the City of Evergreen, not 
to mention the fifty years of practicing his profession. 

Our dear friend had to leave us, so in July 1968, he passed away; so 
willing, so ready; so anxious, to be with his MASTER, and those he loved, 
who were awaiting him on the other shore. So now, he sleeps with his 
beloved one, whom he longed to be with again, so Mother Earth now 
claims this distinguished one, in the Evergreen Cemetery. One son, R. H. 
Jones survives and lives in Evergreen, Alabama. 


JAMES FEAGIN JONES 
This gentleman, was born in or near old Brooklyn, Conecuh County. 
He practiced Jaw in Evergreen, for a long period of time. He was very 
active in the Baptist Church. His forebears came from distinguished 
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families of Virginia. 

His descendants in Evergreen — Misses Ethel and Velma Jones, Mrs. 
Zell Chapman, and great nephew R. H. Jones. 

He sleeps in Evergreen Old cemetery. 


J.G. LUNDY 

This gentleman was born and reared in Evergreen, Alabama. He was 
the great grandson, of James Salter and Mary Burford, early pioneers of 
Conecuh. He was the son of J.G. Lundy and Nannie Salter. The elder Mr. 
Lundy, was the first Master of the Masonic Lodge and for years, his 
picture did hang in the Masonic Hall. 

J. G. Lundy, Jr., was associated many years with the J. R. Famham 
Mercantile Co., one of the oldest in our little city. He married the talented, 
lovely Effie Laney, a product of the renowned Boston Conservatory. 

Mr. Lundy was a devoted member of the Methodist Church. He sleeps 
with his loved ones, in the family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


THE HAMIL FAMILY 

There once lived in our town, a family by the name of Hamil. Mr. 
Hamil, was one of our first hardware merchants. In the old days, you 
would find a hardware merchant, handling furniture with his farming and 
building implements, mill supplies or any thing pertaining to hardware. 
They carried a good line of furniture. As an older head told me, this 
family came to Evergreen around 1880 to 1900. There were two or three 
sons, and one daughter. One son studied Dentistry and located in Mobile. 
We have no record what became of the others. 

There is a magnificent Memorial window, for the Father, in the 
Methodist church, of which they were members. Mr. Hamil built and lived 
in the lovely home on Magnolia street, which is now owned and is the 
home of Dr. Joseph Hagood and family. 

Mr. and Mrs. Hamil are asleep in Evergreen Cemetery. 


W. B. IVEY 
The subject of this sketch, was born and reared near Evergreen, 
Alabama. He was the son of the late Mr. and Mrs. Charles Ivey. He received 
his schooling, first in. the old Evergreen Academy, then furthered his 
higher education in Kentucky, at the renowned college in Bowling Green, 


It has been told many times by those who were present, and heard his 
paternal grandmother say to her grandson, when he expressed a wish to go 
on to a higher school, “now son, if this is what you really desire, let no 
one daunt your spirit of ambition.” The grandson took his grandmother’s 
advice. 

Mr. Ivey was one of the leading citizens of our town. He was 
connected with one of the largest and most flourishing mercantile 
businesses, until his passing. The writer remembers the grandmother; a 
very unusual stately woman, who could walk with the Queens of the earth. 

She lived to be in her nineties ... Mr. Ivey served as Mayor for 
Evergreen, for several terms. He married the lovely and gentle Julia 
Daudrell, of Marion, Alabama. They were the parents of Thaddeus Ivey, 
prominent business man of Evergreen, Alabama. They are resting in the 
sacred sleep in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 
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E. C. LEE 

The writer appreciates the fact, she had the opportunity of knowing 
these people, from whence they sprang, their family connections, their 
vocations of life et cetera — 

Mr. Ernest Lee, was a native of Conecuh. He came to Evergreen from 
Castleberry, where he was a merchant. At one time,.he was in business in 
Brewton. Here, he married Miss Mudge. Mr. Lee came to Evergreen in the 
early 1900 hundreds. He operated large strawberry farms in and near 
Evergreen, and at one time, he was the largest shipper of Irish Potato and 
Strawberries, in South Alabama. Mr. Lee, shipped from Evergreen, 
Brewton, Castleberry, Marbury and Belleville. At one time, it was a 
common scene to see and know there would be 100 cars on the side track 
at these different shipping points, loading 500 crates to a car. It was a 
great and fascinating work. Berries had to be hand picked, and the stooping 
would get the best of one. So greener fields in the north, attracted the 
Negro pickers, and this business had to close. Mr. Lee built the large and 
commodious home on Shipp street, which his son Robert Lee occupies. 
Mr. Lee came of the very finest and of the old pioneer families of our 
county. He fies asleep in the old Cemetery. 

He has two daughters, Mesdames Thomas Jackson, George Hendrix 
and son Robert, who are living in Evergreen. One son, Mudge lives in 
Florida. 


COOPER AND MERTINS 
There was in the early days, of our town, an active and flourishing 
mercantile business, owned and operated by Cooper and Mertins. When 
Mr. Mertins passed away, Mr. Cooper carried on the business, until he 
retired. Both of these gentlemen, were from Germany. Their place of 
business, stood about where the Western Auto now stands. Both were 
members of the Episcopal church, and are buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 


J. D. MOORER 

We want to mention a few, who were prominent agricola , for surely 
every one knows it is the planter who feeds the world. 

We had within our midst, one, who came to our county, from 
Lowndes county, m 1894. He saw the richness, the possibilities of 
Conecuh’s soil. So for a period of many years, Mr. James Darrell Moorer, 
was one of Conecuh’s most successful truckers. Or truck growers. His fine 
speciman of tomatoes were known far and near. 

Mr. Moorer was a member of the Methodist church. He reared three 
worthy sons, two daughters, the latter have passed away, but his sons all live 
in Evergreen, and can truly rise up and call their Father BLESSED — They 
are namely — Oscar, Roy and Randolph. 

This good man sleeps in the family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


THE MERTINS FAMILY 
The head of this interesting family, came from Germany. Mr. Mertins 
followed the trade ofcarpentry. When he accumulated enough, he sent for 
his bride, who was waiting in Germany, to come to her future husband and 
home. They married, came South, settling in Evergreen, Alabama. 
Mr. Mertins was a very ambitious man, and he wanted to give family all 
the advantages. He was also in business in the general merchandise, with 
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Mr. Cooper, who also came from Germany. They were very prosperous. 
Mr. and Mrs. Mertins reared a large family, several daughters and two sons. 
The tate Gustav Mertins, lawyer and was an Author of some note. The late 
Dr. Paul Mertins became a prominent head specialist. Both lived in 
Montgomery . 

The old Mertins home, which Mr. Mertins built, was one of the most 
attractive places in the olden days. It is now the property of Miss Mary 
McCreary. 

Mr. Mertins, wife and one daughter, are asleep in the family lot in 
Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


CHARLES MITCHEL - 

We had several citizens, who came to America, on down South settling 
in South Alabama, particularly preferring Evergreen, and they were 
Germans. There was a Mr. Charles Mitchel, who came from Germany, but 
came here from Mobile, Alabama. 

What his vocation was or how he made a livelihood, no information is 
available. But the writer remembers him distinctly. There was not any 
thing in appearance, so distinguished, but, he had the reputation of being 
brilliant. He spoke eight languages. He married Miss Hortense Stearns, the 
beautiful daughter of Judge and Mrs. Stearns. Mrs. Mitchel, conducted a 
private school, which was very exclusive, in those days. They both are 
asleep in Evergreen cemetery. 


E. C. PAGE 

Edwin Cary Page, was one of South Alabama’s most brilliant lawyers. 
Practicing his profession, until he passed away in 1924. 

He was a devoted member of the Baptist Church. He was the son of 
Haskew Page and Laura Autrey Page. 

He was married to the elegant Jessie Cleere, of Russelville, Alabama. 

He is survived by his wife and three sons, only one son, E. C. Page, Jr., 
is living in Evergreen and is one of Evergreen’s most prominent lawyers. 

E. C. Page, ‘Sr. lies asleep in the family lot, in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


YOUNG M. RABB 
We haven’t a finer record of any of the early settlers, than the man of 
the above name. Mr. Rabb, was born 1826, in Old Town Beat. Well 
educated — he joined the Baptist church, in Evergreen, in 1847 — He 
moved to Evergreen, to give his children a better educational advantage. 
He was at one time, in the mercantile business. He was married to Polly 
Stallworth. They both are asleep in Evergreen Cemetery. 


C. S. RABB 

Another good man. So true to his Christian faith, to his church. He 
was Sunday School teacher and served as Deacon for many years in the 
Baptist church. 

He was one of Evergreen’s most promising lawyers, for a number of 
years. He married Miss Lilly Kelley, daughter of Mr. Kelley, who lived here 
in the early years, later, moving to Demopolis, Alabama. 

Mr. Rabb was the father of an interesting family. One daughter, Mrs. 
Naomi Winston, has made a name for herself, with her paintings. The 
handsome painting, which is a copy of an original Master Piece, painted by 
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Mrs. Winston, hangs in the entrance of the Baptist Church. 
This good man lies asleep in the family Jot, in the Evergreen Old 
Cemetery. 


HARRY LIDDELL RILEY 

Mr. Riley was born in Monroe County, in old Pineville, coming to 
Evergreen, when quite a boy. He was a product of Evergreen Academy, 
finishing his higher education in Howard College. He was married to Miss 
Autrey, a cousin. For several years, Mr. Riley, conducted a farm, and 
shipped tomatoes from this point. 

In later years, Mr. Riley, served on the Police force. He has two sisters, 
living in Evergreen, Mrs. Janie R. McCreary and Miss Elizabeth Riley. 

Mr. Riley was a member of the Baptist church. He lies asleep in the 
Evergreen Cemetery, by his beloved wife. 


DUKE RUTLAND 
Another good and prosperous farmer. Mr. Rutland lived just out of the 
city’s limit. He was a member of the Methodist church. He was married to 
Miss Tempie Millsay. He has one daughter, Mrs. Burney Jones and one 
granddaughter, Mrs. Cecil Price, who are his descendants living in 
Evergreen. He sleeps in the Evergreen Cemetery. 


SINQUEFILED 

There was a visitor recently in my home, who was very much 
interested in history. He was particularly keen about his ancestry. He 
mentioned wanting to know about his Wood family. On his maternal side, 
his great-grandmother, was a Miss Wood. He was surprised to know | knew 
and remembered her. 

She visited in our neighborhood, when | was quite young, and I 
remembered how pretty, dainty and well dressed she was at any time. She 
was very closely related, possibly a sister, to the famous Dr. Wood, of New 
Orleans, of that era and also was closely related to Dr. Wood, who was a 
prominent physician, years ago, in Montgomery. 

Then my visitor asked me if 1 remembered his grandfather Sinquefield, 
which | did, as 1 was a young lady when he passed away and too, he was a 
member of my church, the Baptist church, where he taught a Sunday 
School class. 

He was a very quiet man. He operated the cotton warehouse for years 
also was a cotton buyer. In his late years, he ran a taxi. A good man. Well, 
this grandson of his J. L. Sinquefield, Jr. who was my visitor, has two 
degrees. One from the University of Tenn. and one from Oklahoma. 

He holds an important position with the Government, in Paducah Ky. 
He married, Miss Mildred Yarbrough, formerly of this place. He told me 
something very interesting which | want to pass on to others. His great 
grandfather, was one of the THREE, who escaped Fort Mimms, going 
through the country giving the alarm, telling the horrors of the massacre 
and warning the people the Indians were on the rampage. His ancestor 
came through Burnt Corn. Stopped. He liked it. Settled there and lived 
there until his passing. 

So after all these years, it takes a great grandson to come and visit the 
town where he was born and lived until he left for school at the age of 
fourteen and to tell the story of ancestor, who escaped Fort Mimms and 


297 = 


slipped through the lines of the enemy to warn the people. 

That is HISTORY! J. L. Sinquefield, Jr. is a very fine young man. He 
loves Conecuh. We are happy to know he is doing so well. Has such an 
interesting family. 

He can tell such authentic stories of the early days of our county. 

His grandfather lies in the family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


THE S. B. STROUTS 

Soon after the War 1860-1865, there came to our village, which it was 
then, a smal! village, a very fine couple from near Boston, the Strout 
family , who contributed a great deal to our town. 

The Strouts built their beautiful, spacious home, in 1886, on Cary 
street, which is now owned and lived in, by the Morino White family. All 
the magnificent mantels, wainscoting, cabinets, were handcarved, hand- 
painted and finished by the hands of Mr. Strout, who was an expert 
Artisan. 

Mra. Strout was one of the faculty, in the old Evergreen Academy. In 
this lovely old home, one would find and see lovely objects of Art. 
Handsome paintings, statuary and a large interesting library. The Strouts 
loved Evergreen, and this was their home. Mr. Strout served as Post 
Master, during the Theodore Roosevelt’s Administration. Though Mr. 
Strout retired after the passing of his wife and went to live with a son in 
Boston, it was his wish to be buried in Evergreen. So today, he sleeps with 
his dear wife in the family lot, in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 

They were ardent members of the Methodist Church. 


DR. E. L. STALLWORTi 

Our own and dear beloved, Dr. Emmett Stallworth, was born and 
reared here in Evergreen, Alabama. 

For many years, he was our leading physician and his very presence in 
the sick room, was a boon for an early recovery. 

He was a member of the Baptist church. He married the daughter of 
the late Dr. R. E. Lee. 

When Dr. Stallworth and his wonderful wife, “Miss Myra” passed to 
the great beyond, we felt, Evergreen had suffered an irre parable loss. 

They have two sons, who are living in Evergreen, Dr. R. Stallworth and 
Luther Hill Stallworth. 

Dr. Stallworth and his dear Myra, are sleeping in the family lot, in 
Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


H. A. SHIELDS 

We would like to tell you something, about a gentleman, who came to 
us or to our town, in the late eighties or early nineties. He came to 
Evergreen from fll. but was a native of Pittsburg, Pa. When he was a young 
man, he was with CUSTER, the Indian fighter. When Custer was in his last 
battle with the Red man, Mr. Shields was right there with him, when 
Custer fell in battle. One of the heirs of Mr. Shields, has in their 
sera the military belt which Mr. Shields was wearing during this 

attle. 

{n later years, when Mr. Shields would travel south, in interest of the 
railroads, he was so impressed with the beauty of Evergreen, that he 
decided to move his family here, continuing his service with the railroad as 
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Road Master of the old L and N railroad, between Montgomery and New 
Orleans. He was: a talemted man. The story goes, as was told to me, that, at 
night whem he would be retuming home from his office, when he passed 
“street strollers” amd they would be singing and he wasn’t familiar with 
the: somgs,, lhe would stop amd listen. Then go home, sit down, put notes to 
the wounds: amd write it out, them go to the piano and play. He was very 
musical aud! thad a womdierfull voice. You could always see this good man, 
in his; chuach, the Methodist, was his faith, with his whole family. They 
were active menibers.. Amd it was a beautiful sight, to see this good family 
man, im the choir om Sunday moming, with his wife and several of his 
childrem. Allll had! sucin good woices. This family contributed so much to the 
musical culttune of or citty. 

Ma. Shields served! our city, as city clerk, Mayor and was Master of the 
Masonic Lodge. 

He built the lange amd commoedius home, om Carey street, which is now 
the property off the Rot Emglish fanny. 

Mnr.. Stuelids sleeps: im the familly lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery; in his 
adoptedi hone town flor wihicth he had deep affection. A wonderful man. 


GEORGE WALKER SALTER — NEWSPAPER MAN 

This, kimd of gemtlemam came to our town, from Monroe County, 
establisthimg the Evergreem Couramt, im 1895 and was owner and Editor of 
this, Coumty paper, for thinty years. 

Mr. Salter was: a good mewspaper man, inheriting this love of the 
newspaper work, fromm his grandfather and his own father, the late Q. 
Salter of Momroe County, both, of which had been associated in this work 
for mamy years. His brother, the late Q. Salter, Jr. was editor of the 
Momoe Joumnall. 

Mr. Salter was associated with the late Mr. Hood, of Montgomery, 
Alabama, who was Editor of the Montgomery Journal for a long period of 
time. 

Mr. Salter came to Evergreen, im 1895, establishing the Evergreen 
Counamt,, amdl was tlhe popular Editor and owner, until his passing. 

KM was duvimg the Kilby Adminstration, Mr. Salter served Conecuh 
County as Representative to the Legislature. He was a Steward and Trustee 
of the Methodist church and his name is inscribed on the comer stone of 
the presemt buildimge. He mannied Miss Virginia E. Cargill, Nov. 24th, 1899. 

He lies im the etemmal sleep in the Evergreen Old Cemetery, with his 
loved! ome. 


COLONEL THORNE 

Though this gentleman, came from the far north, as it was expressed in 
that mammer, im the early days, we have no record of the Colonel 
contributing any thing to our town, only his presence here, during the cold 
SkASONS. 

Colonel Thorn, was an Union officer, and was truly a “yankee” within 
our midst. This was just after a few years after the War Between the States, 
but Colonel Thom joved Evergreen, and he came every winter with his 
beautiful wife and two sons. He married the only daughter, of the late 
Judge amd Mis. Camier, all from the “far north.” The Carriers built and 
lived im the house now owned and lived in, by Mrs. Shelton Dunn. 

Though these people were northeners, and loved our town. they never 
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molested the Negro servants. We accepted them, they loved us. Colonel 
Thorn was a polished gentleman, and made many friends here, who 
regretted his passing. He lies in his last sleep, in the Evergreen Old 
Cemetery, and in a place where the early morning sun, beams down gently 
on the final resting place, of this Union Officer, who loved Evergreen, 
Alabama. 


L. W. SAVAGE 

This gentleman, came to Evergreen soon after the War Between the 
States. He married, Miss Ella Stearns, the daughter of the late Judge 
Stearns. ‘ 

In the early years of Evergreen, Mr. Savage was a very prosperous 
merchant. He loved his adopted town. 

He was the father of three daughters and two sons, one son, Dr. H. J. 
Savage, of Gadsden, Alabama, was a much beloved and prominent 
physician of Gadsden. 

The subject of this article, lies buried in the family lot in Evergreen 
Cemetery. 


C. R. TALIAFERO 

This much beloved citizen, was born to the late Dr. C. R. Taliafero, 
and wife, Mary Ashley Taliafero, on the family plantation, which is now 
the Horton plantation, just a few miles from town, on the old Brooklyn 
road. When quite young, Mr. Taliafero’s parents came to Evergreen, and 
established their home, which is now owned and occupied by the W. J. 
Donovans, Mrs. Donovan, being the descendant of the late, Mr. and Mrs. C. 
R. Taliafero, who is living in Evergreen. 

For over fifty years, Mr. Taliafero, was one of Evergreen’s leading 
merchants, being a member of the firm of Taliafero-McCreary & Ivey. 

He was a devoted member of the First Baptist church, serving as 
Deacon, for a number of years. He married the cultured daughter, Irene 
Lee, daughter of the late Dr. and Mrs. R. E. Lee. Mr. Taliafero, passed 
away, in 1938 and was laid away in the Evergreen Cemetery, in the family 
lot. A good man, whom every one loved. 


DR. NATHANIEL YOUNG WALKER 

This distinguished gentleman, came to Evergreen, in the very early 
pioneer days. Settling and establishing his home, on the high hills, East of 
Evergreen. This house, was about the first one, built in our city, and is 
wonderfully constructed; all built by slave labor and not a nail was used. 

Dr. Walker, came to our town, during the period when Indians roamed 
and pitched their teepees, where they found a place suitable to their liking. 
Between where the High School now stands, which in the early days, stood 
the old Evergreen Academy, on down Perryman street, the Indians 
camped. Just a few years ago, one often found arrow heads. Dr. Walker’s 
home, is the one, now occupied by the Albert Hines family. 

Mrs. Ralph McCreary is a great granddaughter of this early pioneer 
physician. 

Dr. Walker sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


W. T. WIGGINS 
Mr. Wiggins, served as Post Master, for Evergreen, coming here from 
Castleberry. He served under a Democratic President. 
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He was a faithful member of the Methodist church. He sleeps in the 
family lot in Evergreen Cemetery. 


DR. WILLIAMSON — DENTIST 

Here was a man who deserved the best. He was too young to be in the 
service for the Southland. He was the sole bread winner for a widowed 
mother and two sisters. He moved to Evergreen, from Burnt Corn and was 
a very successful dentist. There may be a few left who can remember, 
when he was filling a tooth et cetera, he would say “big mouth” meaning 
for his patients to open their mouth wide. He practiced his profession, for 
over fifty years. 

He has one daughter, Mrs. Annie Lee Baggett and her children, and a 
great granddaughter, little Evelyn Millsap, who are his descendants in 
Evergreen. He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


THE WHITCOMB FAMILY 

(For Whom The Old Famous Whitcomb Hotel was named) 

One of the first, if not the first northern tourist, to visit Evergreen, in 
the very early days of our town, was the late Mr. John Whitcomb Sr., who 
originally was from New England, but came to Chicago, then journeying to 
the South, coming to Evergreen for the winters. It was this gentleman, for 
whom the famous old Whitcomb Hotel was named. He aroused the 
interest of friends, in Chicago and elsewhere, to come South for the 
winters, advising and suggesting Evergreen was an ideal place, so it is the 
writer's understanding, the Hotel was built and helped by Northern people 
of means, who wanted a place to spend the winters, far, from the cold 
climate of their own homeland. 

Mr. Whitcomb, was a former Union soldier and the writer remembers 
so well, how her Father, who was a Confederate soldier, admired and liked 
this man from the north. My Father would take him for drives, often 
would bring him to our home, and they would sit out in the lawn, under a 
hugh chestnut tree; and when the chestnuts would fall around them, it 
aroused Mr. Whitcomb’s interest and he would exclaim and say, “I haven’t 
seen any chestnuts, since I was a boy, back in Vermont.” Mr. Whitcomb 
and his son, and two grandsons, owned and operated one of our 
newspapers here, which was the Conecuh Record. 

They loved Evcrgreen, made many friends here. They sleep in the 
Evergreen Cemetery. 


ORPHANS 

Lying about the middle of Evergreen Cemetery, you find a large lot, 
with graves all marked alike. A lump comes to your throat as you pause at 
this lot. They were children from the Baptist Orphanage, when it was 
located here. 

How we recall, when the children of this Home, would come to 
church, in twos, all dressed alike, and sat in a special place for them, in the 
old Baptist church. Evergreen cemetery claims the remains of several of 
these children. 

We mention these inmates of this institution, for the fact, that many 
grew to an adult age right here, going out into the world, making fine 
citizens. One young woman, was organist for the Baptist church until she 
left for good; and so many had wonderful voices. 
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MRS. WILSIE ASHLEY ROBSON JONES 

As we walked down the avenues of Evergreen Cemetery, we had 
planned and wanted, only the names of the men. The men who had 
contributed to the growth, the advancement of our little town. Then as we 
hesitated, at the final resting place of our dear friend, the thought came to 
us, WHY not mention a woman, whom we all loved; knowing she 
contributed so much? Her very best, for the cultural atmosphere and in 
any other way. So we bring you, WILSIE ASHLEY ROBSON JONES. She 
was just an eight year old child, when her ancestral home, “JAY-VILLA” 
was destroyed by fire. This old home, was considered the most attractive 
place in Conecuh. Built gnd owned by the late Mr. and Mrs. Andrew Jay. 
Both came from pioneer families, with cultured taste, which was 
displayed, by the lovely Rose-wood, Walnut and Mahogony furniture, with 
paintings from the best artists. The flower gardens, occupied acres. 
Evergreens, pruned to the shape of animals, LIFE size; flowers of every 
description; winding walks, some leading to summer houses. The subject of 
this article, was born right here in this beautiful old mansion, to the late 
Mr. and Mrs. Henry Robson. After the loss of their home, the Robsons 
moved to Evergreen and Wilsie Ashley Jones grew to young lady hood, 
right here in our little city. She was an ardent and faithful member of the 
Baptist church, which and where her grandfather Jay had served as pastor. 
She served as organist for a long period of time, and taught a class of 
young people who will ever remember her, with deep affection and high 
respect and regard. 

She was one, who was never off her dignity; a smile and kind word was 
spontanously given to her fellow man. You admired her, you loved her. 
Her gem of a home, carried an atmosphere of LOVE, PRIDE and 
CONTENTMENT. She could meet the nobles of any land and instantly 
could be recognized as one, of a CHRISTIAN FAITH, one of culture. 

She was a Charter member of the Music Club, serving over fifty years 
in this club. She was a D.A.R. a Helen Keller and a U.D.C. 

Surely we do right in bringing to you, in our History of the Evergreen 
Old Cemetery, this wonderful friend to all, who gave freely of her time, 
for the cultural atmosphere of our city. 

She is survived by one son, Robert Hunter Jones, Jr., who can say with 
PAUL — she fought a good fight, she finished her course, she kept her 
FAITH. Henceforth, there is laid up for her, a crown of RIGHTEOUS- 
NESS, which the LORD, the RIGHTEOUS JUDGE, shall give her at that 
GREAT DAY. 

This noble woman passed away in 1966 — She sleeps by her beloved 
mate, the late ROBERT HUNTER JONES, Sr. in the family lot, in 
Evergreen Cemetery. 


MISS SALLIE STAMPS — REGISTERED NURSE 

I have said at the beginning of this historical sketch, we planned to 
write about men, only, but when we think about some of our women who 
have done so much, for our town, county, state and elsewhere, we feel 
compelled to say something in praise of them. I must say, I feel very 
humble in trying to praise this good woman who deserved more than J am 
capable of telling. 

To begin with, she was the eldest daughter of the late Mr. John 
Stamps, who came to our town soon after the War between the states, 
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from another county. He served in the Confederacy as “Drummer Boy.” 
He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 

Now we want to give some true facts about the daughter, Miss Sallie 
Stamps. In early life when about fourteen, she had to assume the 
responsibilities of her younger brothers and sisters, which included a half 
sister and brother. After leaving the old Evergreen Academy, she became 
associated with the Baptist Orphanage, but after the passing of the late Mr. 
John Stewart, who was the Administrator for years, she went to 
Montgomery and studied nursing, which she followed for years. When 
World War | hostilities started, she volunteered for foreign service and 
remained in Europe until after the War closed. Returning home, she fell on 
ship board and from this hurt, she never fully recovered. 

She continued to be interested in her “Boys’’ as she spoke of them 
with so much affection. 

While she was living in Montgomery, she kept in daily contact with the 
Veterans, administering to them, writing their letters, reading and in other 
ways that were helpful. She had interests in Mississippi and here she did 
likewise. 

When World War II started, she took quite an interest in Red Cross 
work. When someone else went thru the county, organizing Red Cross 
units, Miss Sallie went along to do her part. She taught the women and 
girls how to do practical nursing. She would knit for the soldiers, eager to 
do her part. After hostilities were over, she was given a special citation by 
Washington D.C. for her contribution to mankind in all lines of War work. 
She fought a good battle — her course was over, a noble woman. She could 
walk with the Kings of the earth, and she counted among her many 
friends, men and women in the high walks of life in Washington D.C. 
London and Paris. 

She sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


MRS. CHARLES R. TALIAFERO 

How we do enjoy thinking about this wonderful woman, who truly did 
her share, in adding to the HISTORY of Evergreen, with her cultivated 
ARTS. 

Mrs. Taliafero, came to Evergreen, when quite small, and was reared 
here. 

She was a product of the old Evergreen Academy, which was a school 
of renown, in this section of the state, for it’s high curriculum. She taught 
school for a period of time, until she married her cousin, the late Charles 
R. Taliafero. “Miss Irene” as we knew her, was gently born; brought up by 
a distinguished Father, the late Dr. Robert E. Lee and a saintly Mother, 
who was born, Martha McCreary. 

When Miss Irene passed away, there went one of the most distin- 
guished women of our town; she was noted for her interested work, with 
the different phases of her own church, the Baptist Church. 

Here she served as organist, for church services, Sunday School and 
was pianist for the Baraccas for over twenty years. She held an important 
office, with the State Missions. She was always so ready and willing to do 
her part, in her church. She was a Charter member of the Orpheus Club 
and served as President for several years. 

Her love for music and painting, is revealed today, as one enters the 
beautiful Colonial home, over which she presided so many years, in her 
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home, many of her own paintings, which are priceless and also there stands 
the Grand piano, which she loved so dearly, just as she left it. 

She was truly a cultured woman and to those who remember her, even 
when she was a young lady, teaching music or academic work, can say, 
“Miss Irene” helped to make HISTORY, for Evergreen. And now she 
sleeps in the last rest, in the family lot, in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


MISSES ALICE AND NARVIE KINARD 

Just about, where the Post Office now stands, was once a little cottage, 
surrounded by lovely flowers. On the front porch, one would see potted 
plants of every variety. Here resided two sisters. Miss Alice, was the older, 
and Miss Narvie the younger. At one time, they kept nieces and nephews 
with them. Made a home for the young, bereft of parents. Miss Alice was a 
staunch Presbyterian, Miss Narvie was a Baptist. How well the writer can 
remember Miss Narvie, as she always was present in her class, regardless of 
weather. She was in the class, of the late Mr. Robert Finch, grandfather of 
Mrs. Katie McCreary. 

They did fancy sewing, helping the brides of their day, with their fine 
needle work. They led useful lives. They are asleep in Evergreen Cemetery. 


MISSES ETHEL AND PAULINE KING 

Our book would not be complete, unless we could say something in 
praise to these two sisters, who went about doing good, for their 
MASTER. 

They were the daughters of the late Colonel and Mrs. Hugh King, who 
came to our city, when their daughters were quite young. They were 
members of the Methodist Church and many were the good deeds, 
remembering the poor, helping some poor girl and boy, to finish their 
education — teaching in Sunday School, instilling helpful qualities, to 
make stronger characters. Always teaching the high teachings of CHRIST. 
Their influence will always be felt. Truly, in charitable acts, their left hand 
never knew what the right hand did. 

They are at rest in the Evergreen Cemetery, in the family lot. 


CALDWELL 

Here was one, to whom we would like to say, was truly a Queenly 
woman. She was born to the late Dr. and Mrs. John Shaw, of Belleville. 
Her Mother was Miss Pamelia Crosby, and her grandmother Savage, was a 
Hews, of South Carolina, who was a first cousin of General Marion, the 
“Swamp Fox.” Her Father was a very fine gentleman, of the famous 
High-landers of Scotland. Such was her background — she was beautifully 
educated, having a degree from old famous JUDSON. 

She was married first, to a Mr. Snead, an Educator, of Georgia. She 
was the mother of one daughter, Jessie Snead, who married a Mr. Robert 
Forbes, a wealthy Texan, four sons, who made use of their talents, in the 
Golden West. Later in years, she married a French Canadian, who came 
here from Canada, Mr. George Caldwell, the “Woodsman.” She was one of 
the organizers of the Presbyterian church, here and was known for her 
piety — her good deeds, and was considered a very brilliant woman. She 
conducted a “private school” and there is a much beloved woman in our 
midst, who says, she well remembers attending this school, under this 
wonderful woman. She now sleeps in the Evergreen Cemetery, awaiting 
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the day, when she shall be awakened to be awarded for all her good deeds. 


STALLWORTH 

We want to pay a tribute to one, who taught in the old S.W.A.AS., for 
a number of years. 

This was Miss Laura Stallworth, the daughter of the late Mr. and Mrs. 
Nickolas Stallworth. 

She was a wonderful character — never lost patience with any of her 
students. She cried with us, she laughed with us, but in all was a strong 
disciplinarian and as she was a lady, she never raised her voice. Her gentle 
eye, could look you thru. We loved her. 

It was a great sorrow to her loved ones, her friends and her pupils, 
when she had to close her teaching career, on account of tubercular 
trouble. All, that could be done, was done for this lovely woman, but she 
belonged to a higher place. A home beyond the blue skies. She truly left 
her footprints on the sand of TIME. 

She is at rest in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery. 
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ATKINSON 
William David Atkinson 


1850 — 1913 
Mollie C. Atkinson, (Born Roberts) 
1851-1911 


At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


POWELL 
John Wiley Powell 


«Emma Mullins Powell 
1847 — 1930 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


BATES 
Henry S. Bates 
1862 — 1944 
Julia C. Bates 
1873 — 1949 


Charlie Bates 
1893 — 1920 
At rest in Evergreen, Cemetery 


BROWN 
Lieutenant Samuel H. Brown, 
Co, D. 16t . Tenn, Infantry, C.S.A. 
He is at rest in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


STROUT 
Mary T. Strout, (child) 
Sanford B. Strout 
Etta M. Strout 
Havilen Torry Strout 
Mary Melvina Torrey 
Byron H. Strout, 
Rev. Havilen Torry Strout- 
They are at rest in the family lot, in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


GOODSON 
Isaac F. Goodson- 
Born 1879 — Died 1922, 
Susan Castleberry, 
At rest in Evergreen Old Cemetery- 


In the Goodson plot, are the following- 
James Raibon Goodson, 
John W. Goodson, 
Julia Owen- 
“Sister” on one marker, Josephine M. 
At rest in Evergreen Old Cemetery 
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CUNINGHAM 
Sallie Perryman Cuningham — 
1854 — 1891 


John Cuningham, Jr. 
Bom 18-- died 1950 
Mother and son are at rest in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


CUNNINGHAM 
Annie Robertson Russell, 
Wife of John Cunningham, 
1872-1936 


Annie Pearle Cunningham, 
1882 — 1967 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


DEY 
John Henry Dey, Sr. 
1875 — 1945 
Mary Virginia Burnett Dey 
1877 — 1950 


John H. Dey Jr. 
1907 — 1956 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


BURNETT 
John Donald Burnett 
1852 -- 1912 
Mary Virginia Martin Burnett 
1852 — 1936 


Daisy Martin Bumett 
1885 — 1962 
At rest in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery 


JONES FAMILY 
George Mott Jones, Sr. 
Bom 1850 — Died 1907 
Sophronia Autrey Jones, Wife of George Mott Jones — 
Bom 1857 — Died 1931 


CHILDREN 
Morton B. Jones 
Born 1894 — Died 1937 
Clifford Autrey Jones 

Born 1888 — Died 1905 

John Wilmer Jones 
Bom 1884 — Died 1903 

George Mott Jones 
Bom 1880 — Died 1947 

All are asleep in the Evergreen Old Cemetery 
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PAUL OHRTH 
Bom in Germany 
1889 — 1923 
Asleep in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


PHIL SAMUEL 
It is true, we have a negro, buried in Evergreen Cemetery. Poor old Phil, 
never had any friends except his white friends and he was “choicy” about 
them. When only nineteen years old, he and another Negro were cutting 
cross ties, for the railroad, and they became embroiled in an argument, and 
the other Negro picked up an axe, knocking Phil senseless. He never had 
any mind after that. 

He lived alone, in a two room frame house, right on the road of 31. 
When the city extended the cemetery on this side of the ravine, it included 
Phil’s house, but as long as Phil lived, the city never molested him, so when 
he died, the city buried him right at the side of his house. He lived strictly, 
on what his white friends gave him. He would never accept a five cent 
piece, always wanted a dime. Talked constantly to imaginary people, 
would break out in laughter, never conscious of anyone’s presence. He had 
his favorite grocery stores; early in the morning he would go in and sweep, 
make a fire, bring water, when thru, he would go behind the counter, get a 
piece of cheese, smoking tobacco, then out he would go. Often he would 
go up to the Evergreen Hotel, empty the refuse from the kitchen then sit 
down, talking and talking to himself, until the cook would give him food 
for his cats and some for his own. He wore rags, shoes were worn out, but 
if you gave him good clothes, he would cut them up and patch his old 
ones. Poor old Phil was struck by a train, just as he was trying to hobble 
across the tracks, right in front, what was known as Taliafero-McCreay and 
Ivey. His white friends did all they could, but poor old Phil had to go. 
Then his white friends, got together bought his casket and buried him, in 
Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


PRITCHETT 
J.J. Pritchett, 
Wife of J.P. Pritchett, 
Two unmarked graves — vaults. 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


CRUMPTON 
Willie Franklin Crumpton, 
Son, of Mr. and Mrs. Harvey Crumpton, 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


HENDERSON 
Joel B. Henderson, 
Ada Chapman Henderson, 
John T. Henderson, 
Fannie Henderson, 
Joel B. Henderson Jr. 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 
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MARTIN 
Maude D. Skutt, wife of RR. Martin, 
Asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


MOORER 
Taylor Moorer 
Born 1848 — Died 1916 
Doctor Walter Moorer 
Born 1874 — Died 1938 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


BAKER 
W.B. Baker, 
1837 — 19092 
John, Son of W.B. Baker and A.J. Baker 
Born 1884 — Died 1907 


Rosa Gantt Baker 
Born 1885 ~ Died 1935 


Anna Justina Baker 
Born 1856 — Died 195] 
At rest in the Evergreen Cemetery 


PRITCHETT 
William John Pritchett 
Born 1881 — Died 1941] 
Minna Ellis Pritchett 
Born 1882 ~ Died 1929 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


STAMPS 
John H. Stamps 
1849 — 1942 


Sallie Stamps 
1873 ~ 1961 


Edward Stamps 
1875 — 1912 

Mamie Stamps 
1877 — 1933 


Paul Stamps 
1929 — 1931 


McKITTRICK 
Margaret McKittrick 
1854 — 1944 
Mary McKittrick 
1842 — 1873 
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Geneva McKittrick 
1869 — 1950 
Ella McKittrick Warren 
1889 — 1946 
Mary Lou McKittrick Williams 
1882 — 1947 
Marvin Williams 
1876 — 1924 
Allare at rest in the family tot in Evergreen Cemetery 


RUMBLEY 
Hector Rumbley 
1828 — 1893 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


SALTER 
Amanda Jones Salter 

1834 — 1894 
Eugene Salter 

1868 — 1892 

John Salter 

1831 — 1904 

Mary Salter 
1857-1918 

At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


CARTER 
Albert Carter 
1870 — 1904 

Mary Ashley Carter 
1872 — 1943 


CLARKE 
J.W. Clarke 
“Our Baby” marker lying beside Clarke 
Buried in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


JAY 
Andrew Jay, M.D. 
Mary Lenora Jay 
Carol Jay King Hawkins 
Lucile Jay King 
John Pierce King 
At rest in the family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


JAY 
Andrew Jay, the third 
Ella Vasser Jay 
Wilson Ashley Jay 
At rest in the family lot, in Evergreen Old Cemetery 
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ROBSON 
Nora Robson, Mary Joyce, 
Leonora J. 
Claude Williams 
At rest in the Evergreen Old Cemetery 


DEAN 
Lillie Dean Salter 
Claude Dean 
N.T. Dean 
Tennie Dean 
Four graves, no inscriptions. 
At rest in the Evergreen Old Cemetery 


CARTER 
Curtis Ashley Carter — B. 1899 — D. 1942 
Lost at Sea — World War 2 
All are at rest in the family lot in Evergreen Cemetery 


CARTER 
John Carter 
Born 1830 — Died 1908 
Ellen Carter — 1848 — Died 1907 
L. E. Carter — Born 1878 — Died 1896 
Buried in the family lot, Evergreen Old Cemetery 


BISHOP 
Edward Payson Bishop, Born 1861 — Died 1901 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


CARTER 
Sudie, Wife of Frank P. Carter — Born 1867 — Died 1906 
Buried in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


RANDOLPH 
Allie Hill — Wife of W.G. Randolph — Born 1870 — Died 1902 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


CHAPMAN 
Mary Belle, wife of Dan Chapman 


WHITLEY 
Dewey Whitley — David C. 
All are at rest, in the family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


MOORER 
Mina R. Moorer, James D. Moorer, Minnie P. Moorer 
All are at rest in the family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


SHIELDS 
John Wm. McPharland 
Darah A. Shields and two unmarked graves, 
in the family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery 
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SHERIDAN 
John J. Sheridan, born in Ireland 1851, 
Died in Evergreen, in 1904 — He is at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


Mr. Sheridan lived in Evergreen, Alabama, for a number of years, and was 
connected with the old L.&N. Railroad. 


LEE 
R. E. Lee, Blakely and Mary Lee, are at rest in the family 
lot in the Evergreen Old Cemetery 


STALLWORTH 
James Adam Stallworth — Born 1822 — Died 1867 
Lies asleep in the family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


There lies in the Evergreen Cemetery, in the Dr. J.A. McCreay family lot, a 
most unique grave of an infant — This grave is covered with beautifully 
shaped shells — Named Marcella — died 1874. 


RABB 
Young M. Rabb, born 1826 — 1896 
Polly H. Rabb, wife of Y.M. Rabb — 1830 — 1864 
They are buried in the Evergreen Old Cemetery 


J. V. Perryman, Born 1798 — died 1861 
Buried in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


HENDERSON 
Edward A. Henderson, 1844 — 1906 
Sarah E. Henderson, 1858 — 1940 
E. Fox Henderson, !890 — 1961 
They are buried in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


MARTIN 
Betty Cuningham Martin 
Died in 1889 — Wife of Ed Martin 
Mary Martin Crook — Daughter of Betty C. and Ed Martin 
Born 1880 — Died 1964 
They are buried in the family lot, in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


John Robert Finch — 1812 — 1905 
Fannie Cuningham Finch — 1823 — 1888 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


Mary Virginia Sophia Huntley — Wife of E.W. Martin 
E.W. Martin 1821 — 1875 
Buried in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


‘Mary Sanford Martin — 1873 
Buried in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


ey 


SAWYER 
William Rogers Sawyer — 1851 — 1933 
Augusta Watkins Sawyer — 1850 — 1944 
They are asleep in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


COOK 
Lou Watkins, Wife of James Maddox Cook — 1849 — 1918 
She sleeps in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


DR. RICHARD LEROY WATKINS 
Born 1807 — 1881 
Charlotte Cuningham, wife of Dr. Watkins 
Born 1820 — Died 1907 
Buried in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


RILEY 
Vernon Mercer Riley 
Son of A.H. Riley and Dasie Lee Archibald Riley 
1922 — 1928 
Buried in family lot, in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


RILEY 
Ambrose Howell Riley 
Born in Monroe County 
1883 — 1969 
Buried in Family lot in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


RILEY 
Narcissa Jane Davidson Riley 
Born in Monroe County 
Daughter of James Madison and Jane Leslie Davidson 
of Monroe County, Alabama 
1849 — 1923 
Buried in old cemetery of Evergreen, Alabama 


McCREARY 
Verna Jean McCreary — 1903 — 1951 
Daughter of D-H. McCreary and Jane Riley McCreary 
Asleep in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


RILEY 
Dasie Lee Archibald Riley 
Wife of Ambrose Howell Riley 
1884 — 1945 
At rest in Evergreen Old Cemetery 


KENDALL 
Luther Russell Kendail 
Born 1856 — Died 1915 
Laura Francis Irwin Kendall 
Born 1855 — Died 1915 
The above husband and wife, were the grandparents of our own Robert 
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Gordon Kendall, who is one of Alabama’s foremost citizens. Mr. Luther 
Kendall owned and operated a large plantation. 
They sleep in the Evergreen Cemetery 


STEARNES 

Harry Franklyn Stearns 

Born 1855 Died 1890 
The above, was the son of Judge Franklyn Stearns, who came to Conecuh, 
from Canada and proved his worth, settling near or in old Sparta, and was 
Judge of Probate in Conecuh, in 1836. 

Harry Franklyn Stearns, sleeps the eternal sleep in Evergreen 

Cemetery. 


John W. Irwin 
Born 1819 — Died 1864 
Mary L. Irwin, Born 1820 — Died 1878 
We would like to know just who these two people were, and if it is 
possible, they were the parents of the late Mr. Bunk Irwin, who served 
Conecuh county as sheriff, for two terms. No information available. 
They are buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 


THOMAS JACKSON 

This gentleman came to Evergreen in the early days of the 20th century 
and conducted a mercantile business. He lived here for only a short period 
of time, but made many friends. He was the brother of the last Mr. Luther 
Jackson, who was one of Evergreen’s prominent businessmen. Mr. Thomas 
Jackson passed away in 1901. Mr. Jackson was survived by his wife and 
one son, Thomas Jackson the 2nd, who passed away in 1967. All three are 
buried in the Evergreen Cemetery. Thomas Jr. married Miss Evelyn Lee, 
the cultured daughter, of the late E. C. Lee, who survives her husband. 


DR. T. D. LONG 
We find a handsome marker on the above name, which we have no record, 
where he came from and no information available. Near this grave, by the 
same name, lies, E. H. Long, wife of T.D. Long — Bom 1824 — 1897, 
presumably the wife of Dr. Long. 
They are buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


Gustavis Rudin 
Born 1836 — Died 1900 


Laura Irwin Rudin 
Born 1855 — Died 1919 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 
Mr. Rudin was born in one of the Scandinavian countries. As the writer 
remembers, it was Sweden. 


KENDALL DESCENDANTS 
Kate Kendall Rawls — 1855 — 1918 
Mattie Kendall Barganier — 1878 — 1942 
Mary Kendall Powell — 1879 — 1941 
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These were the daughters of the late Luther Russell Kendall and wife, L. 
Francis Irwin Kendalf — They are buried im the family lot in Evergreen 
Cemetery. 


Arthur Powell, 1904 — 1942 — Son of Mary K.. Powell and husband — He 
is buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 


HENDERSON 
J. T. Henderson — Born 1816 — Died 1910 
Mrs. Mary Ann Henderson, wife of J.T. Henderson 
Born 1823 — Died 1901 
This couple came to Alabama, from South Carolina. They are at rest in the 


Evergreen Cemetery. They are the grandparents of Miss Mary McCreay and 
Mrs. Ella Northcutt. 


Infant son of the late J.W. Stewart and wife, who was Miss Mary Leigh 
Crook; Mr. Stewart was the founder and was Superintendent of the Baptist 
Orphanage, when it was located in Evergreen. 1901 — 1904 — Buried in 
Evergreen Cemetery. 


JOSIE BEAL-TRAVIS 
Wife of Philip Travis — Born 1860 died 1906 
Philip Travis born 1855 died 1941 
PARENTS 
James M. Travis born 1816 died 1886 
Wife — Mary Ann McCreary — Born 1834 died 1902 

They sleep in Evergreen Cemetery 
The Beale home, is the house, which is now owned and occupied by the W. 
J. Donovans. When the Beale family moved to Montgomery, they sold 
their home to the late Dr. C.T. Taliafero, who moved to Evergreen from 
their plantation about twelve miles from town. Mrs. Donovan is the third 
generation to live in this lovely old home. 


MEDDLEBROOKS 
Belle, daughter of 3. & L. Middlebrooks 
Born 1869 — Died 1886 
She sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery 


CLAUDE CHAPMAN 
Born 1884 — Died 1909 
He was the son of the late Rev. and Mrs. Jessie Lee Chapman, who moved 
to Evergreen, from Clarke County. His mother was Miss Fannie Luker 


MISS LOUISA JANE HICKS 
Bom in Clark County 1828 —Died 1900 Miss Hicks was a companion of 
Mrs. Jessie Lee Chapman, after the decease of Mrs. Chapman’s husband. 
They are all buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


HUGH S. McGOWAN 
This gentleman came to Evergreen and was associated with the late C. B. 
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Savage in the mercantile business. We have no record where he was born, 
tho the marker gave his birth as 1870 — died 1900. He was a very popular 
young gentleman. He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


PAUL WHEATLEY BROOKS 
Infant son of Mr. and Mrs. J.M. Brooks 
Born 1900 — Died 1901 
Lies asleep in Evergreen Cemetery. 


WILLIS DARBY 
This gentleman, came ftom one of the pioneer families, of Conecuh. Bom 
1865 — Died 1902. He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery. 


THOMAS 
Annie Thomas — Born 1850 — Died 1879 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


Eliza Darby — Wife of Willis Darby the first 
Born 1825 — 1879 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


Julia A. Loche 
Wife of J.W. Loche — Born 1844 — Died 1872 
Mary E. Locke — Born 1840 — Died 1941 
Wife of Dr. J.X. Airey 
Mother of J. Bruce Airey 
All are buried in the family lot in Evergreen Cemetery 


FRANK SIMMONS 
This gentleman was born in Monroe County in 1854 — Died i in Evergreen, 
Alabama, 1932. 
Mr. Simmons served as Evergreen’s Postmaster, for several years. He 
was married to Miss Lula B. Jones, of Covington County, who was born in 
1861 — Died 1948. They are buried in Evergreen Cemetery. 


ELIZABETH WALKER 
Here was a grave, which looked so lonely — the writer would like to know, 
just where she came from and if she was someone’s Mother — wife — 
sister? ; 
She was born 1792 died in 1875. 
She is asleep in the Evergreen Cemetery 


John Crosby — Bom 1843 — Died 1862 
Harriet E. Crosby — Born 1821 — Died 1869 
They are buried in Evergreen Cemetery 
The raed families came from South Carolina and were people of great 
wealth. 


KENDALL 
Thompson Kendall, 
Born 1800 — Died 1873 
Abbey R. Kendall, wife of T. Kendall, 
Born 1821 — Died 1893 
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Wilson P. Kendall 
Bom 1855 — Died 1873 
All are buried in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery. 


WALLER 
Thomas Adan Waller — Born 1858 — Died 1929 
Ella Caspiil, wife of Thomas Adrian Waller, 
Bom in 1868 — Died 1942 
Thomas Adrian Waller, was a direct descendant, of Benjamin Waller, who 
hes buried im the famous old Bruton church, in Williamsburg, Virginia. The 
Thomas Adrian Walless, lie asleep in Evergreen Cemetery. 


SALTER 
Virginia Cargill Salter, wife of George Salter 
Bom 1873 — Died 1930 
George Salter 
Bom im Monroe County, died in Evergreen, Alabama 
They are asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


JAS. M. BILL 
Bom 1871 — Died 1930 
Sleeps the etemal rest, in Evergreen Cemetery 


HAWKINS 
W. H. Hawkins 
Bom in Birmingham, England in 1841 
Died in Alabama 1908 
He sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery 


HAGOOD 
Mattie L. 
Bom 1853 — Died 1898 
Bunied in Evergreen Cemetery 


Bom 1851 — Died 1937 
Susan H. Burt 
Bom 1848 — Died 1913 
They are at rest, in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery 


ROBSON 
William Henry Robson, Born 1853 — Died 1923 
Carrie Jay Robson — Born 1857 — Died 1931 

Mary Robson — Born 1878 — Died 1908 


Caroline Robson Letford — Born 1884 — Died 1961 
William Donald Letford — Born 1882 — Died 1964 
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Donald McLeod Letford — Born 1922 — Died 1926 
All are asleep in the family lot in Evergreen Cemetery 


JONES 
Robert Hunter Jones — Born 1886 — Died 1968 
Wilsie Ashley Robson Jones — Born 1888 — Died 1966 
They are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


HAWKINS 
Floyd N, Hawkins, Born 1854 — Died 1926 


Martha D. Fuller (Mother of Mrs. Fannie Hawkins) 
Born — — Died 1919 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


HOOVER 
Peter Hoover — Born 1823 — Died 1895 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


RABB 
Oscar M. Rabb — Born 1871 — Died 1914 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


RUTLAND 
D.G. Rutland — Born 1862 — Died 1911 
Tempie Rutland — Born 1864 — Died 1930 
Are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


JONES 
Burnie Edward Jones — Born 1889 — Died 1965 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


MILLSAP 
W. C. Millsap — Born 1866 — Died 1894 
T. C. Millsap ~ Born 1857 — Died 1902 
Temple C. Millsap — Born 1818 — Died 1890 
They are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


GORDON 
Lydia Gordon — Died 1899 — Age 86 Years 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 
CRUM 


“Our little man” Benjamin Perry Crum 
Infant Son of Judge and Mrs. B. F. Crum 
At rest in Evergreen Cernetery 


LIDE 
Benjamin Joseph, Son of B.L. Lide and wife, E.A. Lide 
Born 1885 — 1899 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 
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LUNDY 
Joseph Gillis Lundy — Born 1871 — Died 1932 
Effie Laney Lundy — Born 1866 — Died 1953 
They are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


ROBBINS 
Edward S. Robbins — Born 1860 — Died 1916 
Ann Robbins — Born 1825 — Died 1907 
Asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


SAMPEY 
Jean Sampey — Born 1884 — Died 1884 
A.D. Sampey, Jr. — Born 1885 — Died 1886 


A. D. Sampey — Born 1849 — Died 1887 
Eunice A. Sampey — Born 1849 — Died 1941 
Buried in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery 


MILLS 
Fred Mills, Born 1889 — Died 1955 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


CAHALL 
Nellie Leigh Cahall 
Born 1876 — Died 1948 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


Janetta Helen Leigh 
Born 1854 — Died 1885 
Asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


COBB 
Charles Jacob, son of John M. and Orrie Cobb 
Born in 1887 — Died 1888 
Willie A. Cobb, Son of John M. and Orrie Cobb 
Born 1889 — Died 1952 
SG T Medical Department, Alabama, World War I 
Buried in family lot, Evergreen Cemetery 


PEAVY 
Mrs. Rosa Peavy 
Born 1826 — Died 1894 
Rev. J.S. Peavy 
Born 1852 — Died 1900 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


DUNN 
Gilma Robertson Dunn 
Born 1873 — Died 1954 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 
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SLOAN 
Ella V. Robertson Sloan 
Born 1861 — Died 1936 
George Sloan 
Born 1854 — Died 1928 
They are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


DONALDSON 
Walter Lowdnes Donaldson 
Born 1849 — Died 1922 


ROBERTSON 
Samuel Jones Robertson 
Born 1849 — Died 1922 
Eugenia A. Robertson 
Born 1847 — Died 1877 
At rest in the Evergreen Cemetery 


CROSBY 
J.T. Crosby 
Born 1856 — Died 1936 
Nellie Fincher Crosby 
Born 1868 — Died 1946 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


NOBLES 
Harriet Nobles 
Born 1862 — Died 1902 
Lucieves Glenn Noble 
Bom 1878 — Died in Abbeville, Louisiana, 1906 
Mary Nobles 
Born in 1887 — Died 1912 
All are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


FINCHER 
Francis Elizabeth S. Fincher 
Born 1848 — Died 1918 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


WHITCOMB 
Alice G. Whitcomb 
Born 1857 — Died 1936 
This lovely woman, born in the far North, lies asleep in Evergreen 
Cemetery 


HAGOOD 
Cynthia Hagood 
Bom 1849 — Died 1931 


Ann, wife of J.J. Hagood 


Born 1873 — Died 1904 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 
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FINCH 
Lewis Finch 
Born 1849 — Died 1904 
Ann Cary Finch 
Born 1851 — Died 1942 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


WILLIAMSON 
In this lot, one will find, the graves of the late 
Dr. H. B. Williamson 
Aro M. Aubrey and Ruth 
All are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


BROOKS 
Lon L. Brooks 
Sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery 


FOUNTAIN 
In this lot, one will find, Davie, W-H. Mamie, 
F.A., wife of W.A. Fountain, Florence G, and W.A. Fountain 
All are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


OUR LITTLE ORPHANS FROM THE BAPTIST ORPHANAGE 
Currie, Maggie Fenn — Charlie Hailes, Talmage Thomas, Lena Hailes, 
Chester Praither, Chas.M. Beatty, Una Lucile Lanienor, Florence Carter, 
Gordon Ansley, Clara W. McDonald and Austin. 

Several graves have sunken, and so many are illegible. 
All are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


CALDWELL 
Mrs. Fannie Caldwell 
Born the daughter of Dr. and Mrs. John Shaw, of Belleville, Alabama 
She sleeps in Evergreen Cemetery 


DONALD 
Sarah Louise Donald 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


TISDALE 

Sam Tisdale 

1856 — 1921 
Mary L. Barfield 

1870 — 1936 
Josephine Barfield 

1871 — 1918 

Arthur Salter 

1878 — 1953 

Gertrude Tisdale Salter 
1888 — 1958 
Asleep in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery 
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CHAPMAN 

Charles E. Chapman 
1847 — 1907 

Sarah Chapman 
1864 — 1927 
Willie Preston Chapman 

1882 — 1968 

Clarence M. Parmer 
1879 — 1942 

Buried in the family lot, Evergreen Cemetery 


WILSON 
Willie L. Wilson 
1881 — 1953 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


DUNN 
John Wesley and Rebecca Jane Dunn 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


CRUM 
Daniel Floyd Crum 
1854 — 1925 
Nettie Bozeman Crum 
1861 — 1923 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


BEAVEN 
E.A. Beaven — Born in Bardstown, Ky. 
1866 — 1917 
Mai Harrison Beaven 
1871 — 1937 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


JOHNSON 
James E. Johnson 
Died 1915 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


RILEY 
Richard Leon Riley 
Born in Monroe County, Alabama 
1880 — 1929 
Harty Liddelle Riley 
Born in Monroe County, Alabama 
1871 — 1958 
Emma Autrey Riley — Born in Monroe County, Alabama 
1874 -- 1952 
Buried in family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery 
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ARCHER 
Doshie Fortner Archer 
1869 — 1924 
An unmarked grave in same lot 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


DEAN 
S.H. Dean 
1878 — 1912 
Hunter Dean 
Asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


SALTER 
Fannie Mason Salter 
1863 — 1919 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


OLIVER 
William S. Oliver 
1872 — 1916 
Asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


JAMES 
Ellen A. James 
1871 — 1916 
Asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


KITCHENS 
Kitchens (John) A 
1872 — 1932 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 
Annie Kitchens 
1871 — 1946 
Walter Kitchens 
1903 — 1906 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


RILEY 
Sam T. Riley 
1877 — 1955 
Almira Riley 
1884 — 1949 
Asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


OLIVER 
Annie Hope Oliver 
1881 — 1965 
Asleep inthe Evergreen Cemetery 


GOODSON 


Isiac Goodson 
1857 — 1928 


a 


Ida Goodson 
1859 — 1919 
Asleep in Evergreen Cemetery 


CRAWFORD 
Confederate Soldier 
William Crawford — Co, H. Calv. C.S.A. 


SINQUEFIELD 
Charles Augustus Sinquefield 
1854 — 1934 
Liza Sinquefield 
1862 — 1939 
Luman Sinquefield 
1876 — 1919 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


SHANKS 
Minnie Sinquefield Shanks 
1878 — 1915 
An unmarked grave in the same lot 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


OSWALD 
George Oswald 
1869 — 1915 
Betty D. Oswald 
1838 — 1911 
At rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


THOMAS 
J. H. Thomas 
1828 — 1900 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


ETHRIDGE 
Malanchi W. Ethridge 
1844 — 1904 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


BETTIS 
John H. Bettis 
1893 — 1949 
Willie Bettis Tate 
1885 — 1968 
They are at rest in the Evergreen Cemetery 


MILLSAP 
Reuben Millsap, Sr. 
1859 — 1934 
Lorena L. Millsap 
1865 — 1910 
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Colie Millsap 
1886 — 1960 
Burnett A. Millsap 
1887 — 1964 
All are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


SAMUEL 
: Phil Samuel 
Died in 1937 — ‘Old Buck” as he was called by his WHITE friends. The 
only Negro buried in Evergreen Cemetery. He was buried by his white 
friends. 


LAMBERT 

James P. Lambert 
1858 — 1918 

India Wheeler Lambert 

1853 — 1937 

Charlie N. Lambert 
1896 — 1915 

All are at rest in Evergreen Cemetery 


GIBBONS 
Samuel Eugene Gibbons 
1872 — 
Lillie Irene Gibbons 
1895 — 1923 
Mary I. Gibbons 
1872 — 1922 
At rest in the Evergreen Cemetery 


GANTT 
Charles S. Gantt 
1852 — 1925 
Elisa Jane Gantt 
1857 — 1953 
Asleep in the Evergreen Cemetery 


CANNON 
Robert Lee Cannon, Jr. 
1919 — 1924 
Lee Cannon Cannon 
1879 — 1936 
Asleep in the family lot, in Evergreen Cemetery 


KING 
L.D. King, Sr. 
1872 — 1958 
Pear! Watson King 
1880 — 1926 
Lawrence Devon King, Jr. 
1902 — 1968 
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JACKSON 
Luther Jackson 
1859 — 192] 
An unmarked grave in same lot 


AUTREY 
Sarah Cary, wife of Absalom Bullock Autrey 
1826 — 1906 
Fannie Long, daughter of Absalom B. Autrey and Sarah C. Autrey 
1854 — 1881 
They are asleep in the family lot in Evergreen Cemetery 


PAGE 
Haskew Page 
Frederick Page 
Buried in Evergreen Cemetery 


KENDALL 

Joseph P. Kendall 
1854 — 1916 

Laura W. Kendall 
1857 — 1929 

Ethel K. Mixon 
1886 — 1917 
Buried in family lot in Evergreen Cemetery 


Before we conclude this book, we want to give a brief sketch of some, 
who in later years, brought to Evergreen, their civic interest, their 
vocation, professions, financial aid, to strive to make their home town, 
EVERGREEN, what it is today. 


A WONDERFUL LITTLE METROPOLIS 

This was in the era of our town, say, from 1875 to 1905. So few are 
now with us, if any, who can remember, when EVERGREEN was quite a 
resort; a Mecca for northern tourists, years before California and Florida 
opened up their playgrounds. 

The Whitcomb Hotel, which was a most ornate, commodious and 
imposing edifice, stood about where the Claude Gantt residence now 
stands, only further back off the street. 

The grounds were beautifully landscaped; here, on the spacious 
grounds, one would find and see “summer houses,” as they were called. 
Not as large as a “Gazebo” but did have seats all around in the interior 
where anyone could sit, enjoy the sunshine, talk, play cards. All the 
dances, especially the military balls, sponsored by the CONECUH 
GUARDS, were held in this Hotel. 

Many distinguished guests, professional men, would come and bring 
their families. Usually arriving the first of January, when the social season 
would open, the tourist guests would remain thru the winter months, 
returning to their northern homes, in the spring. 

Canada, Boston and Chicago were always represented. | wish | could 
remember the name of the actress, who always enjoyed the winters, here. 
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She came often, in fact one of her children was born right in Evergreen, 
but at this time, she was boarding with a private family. A very charming 
person. It was right here, near this Hotel, when a wreck by old No. 1, 
occurred, right near the depot; naturally the wreck held up traffic and the 
consequences, many of the passengers sought shelter in the famous old 
Whitcomb Hotel, which was near. Among the passengers, was the late Mr. 
George Caldwell, from Canada, who was enroute to New Orleans, and Mr. . 
Caldwell proved to be a permanent guest, which proved to be a great 
. blessing to Conecuh County. It was right here in this Hotel, Mr. Caldwell 
cultivated a lasting friendship, with the clerk of the hotel, who was one of 
Evergreen’s most prominent young men. He was a descendent of the best 
in our county. In after years, this same young man went to the GOLDEN 
WEST, to seek his fortune and did make a success, following his profession 
as a Dentist, in San Francisco, Calif. Anyway, he formed a deep 
attachment for Mr. Caldwell, which was mutual; they would take buggy 
rides and in that day and time of our town’s growth, the first inclination, 
one had, when hitching up old Dobbin to the Shay, was to go for a ride and 
on down to old Mineral Springs, they would go. This was a beautiful drive, 
winding roads, bounded on each side with Magnolias (Magnolia Street 
derived its name) lovely Bays, (now almost extinct), Cedars and lofty 
Pines. 

Mineral Springs, was truly the Spa of Evergreen. Here in the afternoon, 
some time in the early hours of morning, one would see the carriage, the 
phaeton with the fringe and even the sulky and many buggies. 

Men and women gathered here, to fill their jugs to take home. This 
place was a great gathering place for the picnickers. Then another favorite 
drive, was to old Belleville, over the hills and dales. Passing, what was 
known as the old Savage place (not related to the merchants of that 
period) where the lady of the house, was very old, but she was a South 
Carolinian and was a first cousin to General Marion, the Swamp Fox, 
which was history. 

So it was on a ride out of Evergreen, on this old road, that Mr. 
Caldwell noticed the beautiful and luxuriant Evergreen and saw the 
possibilities to use these Evergreens, from which our City derived its name, 
so right then Mr. Caldwell decided to come and live in Evergreen. He 
established the first GREENERY business in Evergreen, shipping to all 
parts or states in the North and even to Canada. It was during President 
Cleveland’s administration, when the President married his ward, Miss 
Francis Folsom, that “Caldwell the Woodsman” decorated the White 


House, with Evergreens, sent from Conecuh County, the shipping point 
EVERGREEN, ALABAMA. 


Before Evergreen was burned down, as it has always been expressed 
that way; it was really a village; all the stores had steps, which were in 
front entrance, leading from a wooden or plank walk. Some steps were - 
high, some low. You could hear footsteps coming, and could tell if it were 
the tread of a man or woman. There stood a mercantile business, owned 
and operated by a Mr. John Salter an old CONFEDERATE SOLDIER and 
his son, Eugene. It was a great rendezvous, for the students from the old 
Evergreen Academy and even as late as the S.W.A.A.S. was in existence, 
here they would come after school hours. Here you would find a variety of 
fancy candies, particularly catching the eye, would be the heart shape with 
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poetry like “sugar is sweet and so are you” and then soft drinks. The 
proprietor had a large bowl with a goldfish of some size. All the students, 
mostly boys as girls were not allowed on the streets and in drug stores, in 
that day, unless they were sent by their parents; all would gather around 
this bowl, watching the antics of the goldfish. At one time, there were 
several students from the Academy, and these young men, in their early 
teenage, were representatives of the best families in our town; all standing 
together watching! One of the young fellows in the group said, “Ill give 
$5.00 to anyone, who will grab that fish and eat him, right now. 

Among the group, was a well-liked young fellow, who came from a 
prominent but impoverished family, grabbed the fish and ate it. The others 
stood and watched, stunned! Of course it was spoken in fun, not dreaming 
anyone would have the courage or would do it. As they all walked away 
after this exhibition; he was asked by a companion, HOW could he do it. 
His reply was pathetic. I am cold, I need clothes, hungry and not a morsel 
in sight. | HAD TO DO IT. All parties of the incident, which happened so 
long ago, are now gone. Not one is living, who knows about this incident, 
except the writer and one of her brothers, was in the crowd and witnessed. 
In after years, it was told to me by a young man, who also was present and 
he was closely related to the poor fellow. We talked about what a sad life 
he had and what a sad ending. His last days was spent in the penitentiary. 


It was around the early eighties, that a cyclone struck Evergreen. At 
this time, there was a Hotel which stood right where the B.C. Moore store 
now stands. This Hotel was operated by Mr. and Mrs. Kendall, the great 
grandparents of our own Robert Kendall. That part of town was 
completely destroyed by the storm or cyclone. Of course it was a mere 
village then, but strike it did. I can remember hearing the late Mrs. Andrew 
Jay, whose husband was one of Evergreen’s early and best physicians, 
laugh and tell of her experience. Her eldest child, of whom we all 
remember with so much affection, the late Mrs. J.P. King, (Lucile) was a 
baby a few months old. They were living at the Hotel, which was called 
Evergreen Hotel, a single story building, which stood at the corner, which 
so many of us continue to call it, Taliafero-McCreary and Ivey’s corner; 
when the cyclone struck, Mrs. Jay handed her baby to Mr. Sim Deming, a 
young man of that day, telling him to take care of her child, as she went to 
the aid of others. Mr. Deming, being single, didn’t know just how to handle 
a baby of a few months old and he asked Mrs. Jay right amidst the terror of 
the winds, “WHAT MUST I DO WITH THIS BABY?” 


In closing the write up about the people who are buried in Evergreen 
Old Cemetery, we want to mention one little grave which lies all alone, 
under a cedar tree in the older section of the cemetery. If you would pass 
it, not paying any attention, you have missed something. It will arouse 
your curiosity. The grave has a most peculiar monument. It is shaped like a 
Roman helmet, which history shows, was used in the days of the Caesars. 
This Helmet-shaped monument covers the grave. No name or any 
inscription. I have often wondered who could be buried there. It looked 
like a child’s grave. I happened to mention this to an elderly lady, years 
ago, and she told me the sad story. There was a family who had an 
apartment with the elder Mrs. Mertins, and the Father was a lumberman, 
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possibly was in the saw mill business. Anyway, there was only one child in 
the family, and this was a little adored daughter. The parents bought for 
her, a Shetland pony. She rode here and there, just when she wanted to. 
One day, the horse became frightened, running away and throwing the 
little girl, killing her. The parents buried their little girl in the cemetery 
and moved from Evergreen. But she is asleep in Evergreen Old Cemetery. 


CONCLUSION 

I have tried to bring to the attention and to all, who are really 
interested, the true facts and history of our EVERGREEN OLD 
CEMETERY. First, giving attention and paying homage to those brave 
souls, who so gallantly fought for what we SOUTHERNERS, still think 
and believe was the right cause. We SOUTHERNERS, still have our 
PRIDE. No better race of people will be found anywhere. The best blood 
of Merrie Ole England, France, Ireland, Scotland and even Germany, flows 
in the veins of the best in our dear Southland. 

And right here in Evergreen Old Cemetery, you will find the best. 
People, who could walk with the NOBLES, of any land. 

We have mentioned several of the businessmen, of an earlier era; all, 
who are sleeping the last sleep in this hallowed ground. We have even 
mentioned a few of the women, who have contributed to our town, in 
their own way. 

From the mild and meek, to the ones who helped to impart knowledge 
to students, who adored them, to One, who by her great sacrifices, offered 
her services, as a Registered nurse, to her country, meeting the Kings of 
other lands on an equal footing, and to others who by their culture and 
love for the higher ARTS, left for posterity, a cherished heritage. 

We tried to secure names of all who are buried in this hallowed place, 
and if we have missed any, it is just an oversight. So many graves are not 
marked. 

As I am dedicating this book to the Veterans of that tragic era, the 
WAR between fhe STATES, who are buried in Evergreen Old Cemetery, I 
thot it would be interesting to give you a few facts, of what actually 
happened in our SOUTHLAND, following the Reconstruction period. 

Whether this great horrible tragedy, which swept over our SOUTH- 
LAND, was for a REASON, that, is something we do not know, nor will 
ever know until that GREAT DAY, when all will be revealed. 

I did not have to do any research or locate any records. It is true, every 
word. I often think of a remark, which that grand old man of England, 
GLADSTONE, who said, “A Nation or an individual, who doesn’t 
appreciate the PAST, doesn’t deserve to have a PAST.” This came from 
one, whom Queen Victoria considered one of her best, if not the best, in 
her own beloved England, whom she fully trusted. 

This is the way we feel about our Evergreen Old Cemetery. We love it. 
It truly represents the PAST. It has within its hands, PEOPLE! People who 
made Evergreen, what it is today. A City of History, Love, Pride, 
Progressiveness, Industrial growth. 

Surely we can sing with the PSALMIST, “‘I will lift up mine eyes unto 
the hills, from whence cometh my help.” 


Elizabeth d’Autrey Riley 
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NEWSPAPERS IN CONECUH COUNTY 


A few interesting records, about the Conecuh and Escambia, paper, 
which was called “The Star’ — This was published in 1885 — J. W. 
Davison, Publisher — price for one year $1.00. 

Evergreen must have been a flourishing town, as so many lawyers had 
their names in the Star — Attys-at-law — Stallworth-Burnett, Farn- 
ham-Rabb (M.A.R.), Bowles-C. S. Rabb, Jas. M. Davison, Whitehead, W. D. 
Atkinson. 

Merchants — Cooper-Herrington, Gen. Merc.; Rosenfeld Bros. — 
General Merc. 

Advertisements read like this — “Dixie Cook Book at the office of the 
Star. 

L. W. Savage — merchant — “lf you want a good smoke, call at Dr. 
Taliafero’s and get it”; “Jersey Lily” cigar. 

“Just received a fresh supply of turnips and cabbage seed for fall 
planting — 

J. A. McCreary — 

Also advertised in “The Star,”’ was the following “Brewton Institute” 
showing a picture — “primary Dept. — 2.00 per month — Intermediate 
3.00 per month — Academic 4.00 per month. 

On another sheet, in big headlines, was this — “YELLOW FEVER” 
Reported at Pass Christian and Mississippi City — 

1889 The Star — 

R. A. Lee, Publisher and Editor — 

Down in the little old aristocratic town of Sparta, there was published 
a newspaper, called, THE SPARTAN — Published every Thursday — In 
1857 — Sparta was county seat before “The War.” 

E. B. WITTEN JR. Publisher — This was during the era, of Judge A. D. 
Cary, and Governor John A. Winston, of Alabama. 

This was an interesting item — Headed — $50.00 REWARD — Run 
away from Judge J. V. Perryman, a Negro boy named WILE, the property 
of the subscriber — He is about 23 years — 5 feet 6” high — weighs 140 
pounds. Reward for 50.00 will be paid for his apprehension and delivery 
to me. 


MEMORIES — OLD CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS 


1 want to tell you, another true story, about a “Rebel” how he felt 
about the “yankee”’ until his dying day. 

A few members of the family, of the writer, were visiting the late 
Captain Thomas Mercer Riley, at his plantation, at Riley, in Monroe 
County. The older heads were talking about the “War,” to the Confederate 
soldier, That was the only WAR, that has ever happened. Never did they. 
speak of it, as the Civil War, always, the WAR. 

We all were together, on the large spacious gallery, when one of the 
nephews spoke of the late Senator John Sharpe Williams, of Miss. who 
would never walk up the front entrance of the Senate building. The writer, 
1 am ashamed to say, was very ignorant about this matter and had to ask 
WHY? | was told, because Senator John Sharpe Williams, would be 
expected to salute the American Flag and this old Rebel from Miss. just 
refused to do so. Captain Riley, in his deep commanding voice, said, | 
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DON’T BLAME HIM! I DON’T BLAME HIM! I was shocked and turning 
to my Uncle, I said to him, “‘you should be shamed to say that. Our Flag is 
the grandest Flag in the world.” His reply was this — 

I grant you that, it is that. But I have ordered it to be shot down, too 
many times, to ever learn to salute it. 

Needless to say, I was quiet. There was nothing for me to say. 


I have often heard this story, which is true and happened during the 
reconstruction days. My parents lived in Monroe County, near, what was 
known as Pineville, a very aristocratic place. My parents lived in my 
Mother’s home, which was a large Colonial ten room house, built on an 
elevation. It was during the time, when the Carpet Baggers were giving 
great trouble to the Southern people. When they planned to molest 
anyone they always appealed to the poor class of white people, which was 
dubbed as “White Trash’’ by the Negro race and also they would appeal to 
the free-Negroes. At that time, there were the K.K-K. who were of the best 
of young manhood. It was whispered that the Carpet Baggers were going 
to make a raid that night, in the neighborhood, where my parents lived. 
Our Father, a returned soldier, who was a Klansman, was right with the 
men to protect their property. As Mother’s home, was right on the main 
road, and a good target for the marauders, as they only wanted to hurt the 
ones, they thought were the rich — so the story goes, that Father came 
home, told Mother, to go to a near neighbor, take the nurse, the two 
children, and the cook, who was loyal to her white folks. So they went, 
Mother knowing, she would never see her beautiful home again, but she 
did, left and went to the neighbors house which was a story and half, 
surrounded with shrubbery, which was not conspicuous. All the children 
had to be sent upstairs, with their nurses, and not allow them to cry and 
not a lamp or candle was to burn. Well, around two o’clock, here the men 
came home, saying they had rousted the enemy. The men of this 
neighborhood, all wore the white sheets, covering their heads as well, 
carrying their guns, ready for business, and also holding over their heads, 
torches, which was a frightening sight to the Negro as well as to the Carpet 
Baggers. ; 

The Carpet Baggers left for parts unknown, taking some very foolish 
Negroes with them, as well as the “poor white trash.” Some said, the 
Alabama River claimed some of the bodies. Well, they were awful times, 
but Southerners had to resort to drastic means. Think of the lovely 
jewelry, handsome silver, now resting in some northern home, stolen from 
the Southern people. Not to mention the lovely homes going up in smoke. 
And we may have to suffer again, if some Southerner doesn’t arise and 
with the help of others, who should love their country more than gains, 
can save our wonderful country for true Americans. GOD is yet in HIS 
HEAVEN and I believe HE will save AMERICA. LET US PRAY DAILY 
THAT HE WILL SPARE US. 


’ MEMORIES — TRUE WAR STORIES 
During the War between the States, when the War was beginning to 
close, there was much foraging and marauding, in communities, especially 


where there was thought to be great wealth. 
In the aristocratic community in Monroe County, as was known as 
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Pineville, there lived a family who suffered losses, in the way of famiiy 
silver, jewelry and even edibles, such as what could be found in the smoke 
houses. 

There was a family, where the Mother was real sick, suffering with 
typhoid fever. 

In those days, people suffered from typhoid and consumption, the 
latter was never known as tubercular trouble. Anyway the good Mother 
was very ill. They had hidden her jewelry in her feather bed, on which she 
was lying. The yankees came. One of the slaves seeing freedom so near, 
told the yankee soldiers where the jewelry was hidden. So they boldly 
entered the sick room where the patient was very ill, and with no 
protection as the husband was off the farm and only children and slaves at 
the “big house.” 

The yankees ripped the feather bed open, handling the poor Mother 
roughly. Feathers flew hither and thither. Among the valuables was a 
beautiful watch, which the Mother valued highly and in those days, a 
watch meant so much to a lady. 

The soldiers laughed, jeering at the protests of the sick woman’s pleas, 
so they left, well satisfied. This was what happened in 1860-1865. 

This kind woman, was the Mother of nineteen children, three sets of 
twins and lived to see thirteen of her children buried. Her descendants 
today, are prominent people in the state of Alabama. This is a true fact 
and mild compared to some of the acts of the enemy. 


MEMORIES — OLD CONFEDERATE SOLDIERS 


I have some very pleasant memories, hearing and knowing a few of the 
old Confederate Soldiers. Some amusing, some bitter and I want to pass 
some on to you. 

First, I want to mention about my own Father, William George Riley, 
who never tired of talking to his children and grandchildren about his 
experiences, during his service as a Southern Soldier; this is not a war 
story, but as you will see, it was connected with the War. My Father went 
into service at the age of. nineteen, serving thru out the full time, onty 
when he was on furlough when he was wounded. He always told this story 
which I thought was amusing and even today, I have to smile when I 
think of it. 

When he decided to join, he decided to come down from his Father’s 
plantation, in Monroe County, to Sparta or where ever he had to come to 
join. Coming thru, what was called then, the Piney Woods, a short cut — In 

- passing thru this section, he passed an Uncle’s house. Now this Uncle had 
wandered far from his parental influence and married a woman, who lived 
in the Piney Woods. There was never any visiting between this Uncle and 
his Father’s home, but my Father knew his Uncle. When he passed his 
Uncle’s place, his Uncle was standing under a mulberry tree, twisting and 
twirling his walking cane. My Father saluted him, saying, Hello Uncle. 

The Uncle replied, alright young man, going to join the army? My 
Father replied, if I ever get there — The old Uncle said to him, good luck 
to you — that was all. 

After four years of service, Father returned to his home in Monroe 
County, passing thru this same section of Piney Woods — When he passed 
his Uncle’s place, there stood his Uncle, in the same place, twirling his 
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walking cane — My Father called to him again — how are you Uncle?? — 
the old man replied — alright soldier good luck to you. That was all the 
conversation. 

I enjoyed this, more than I did about the horrible battles — I often 
wondered if this old Uncle knew who my Father was. 


MEMORIES — WAR TIME STORIES 


I had a great Aunt, living in New Orleans. She had one daughter, who 
was beautiful! and my great Aunt had a life size oil portrait of her 
daughter, which was hanging in their summer home in Opelousas, La. 

They were in this town and their home, refugeeing from the yankees, 
who were threatening to invade New Orleans, which they did. My great 
Aunt was real tiny, but she wasn’t scared of anything or anyone. She had a 
quick tongue and used it, regardless! 

One day, the yankees came and as she had a beautiful home which 
indicated wealth, they made an attempt to invade her home, which they 
did — this is what transpired. My Aunt said to them. Officer? | am a 
widow, with my child, and only the few servants you see, who are my 
protection, so I hope you show you are a gentleman and leave us alone. 
The officer who had charge of things, saw this beautiful portrait and 
commanded his men to go up and with their swords, strip it to pieces, then 
to search the house for any valuables, which they obeyed. When my Aunt 
saw the lovely oil portrait torn into shreds, she lost all control of her finer 
feelings, so she abused them for everything she could say — The officer 
said, Madam, if you were a man instead of such a tiny woman, I would 
whip you, she retorted quickly, if I were a man, regardless of my size, I 
would shoot you like you were a snake. I never did hear, the ending. Only 
thing I knew she hated a yankee to her dying day. 


I had an Aunt, whose husband Major Andress, fell at the battle of 
Atlanta Ga. 

After the death of her husband, she lived, with her parents at Flat 
Creek Plantation, the home her parents established in the pioneer days, in 
Monroe County. This incident occurred as the war was nearing an end of 
hostilities. But there were still some soldiers going thru the country trying 
to get food and horses or anything else, that they could forage, regardless! 
One day, Grandfather, was worried over the report that a few of the 
enemy, were nearing and he wanted to save the horses, especially the 
carriage horses and the ones, his daughters claimed as their own. He was 
afraid to trust the slaves, as very often the case, they were scared of the 
yankee and would tell where the silver and jewels were hidden. So in this 
case, Grandfather had to depend on the overseer and he, (grandfather) 
wondered if the overseer could handle the situation, alone. So my Aunt, 
spoke up — “Father” I will help Mr.—-- and we will hide the horses in the 
swamp. As they were returning from the swamp, here came the yankees, 
one Captain and three soldiers. My Aunt was closing the plantation gate — 
the overseer told her to go on, and not to let on she was afraid, and he 
would act as if he was looking for stray cattle. The enemy drew up and 
this is what transpired. The Captain said, well, here is a pretty miss, a 
Southern Belle — what are you doing here, so far from home. 

My Aunt retorted quickly, as she realized she was completely at his 
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mercy. This ‘is my Father’s plantation and | am free to ride wherever | 
please. The Captain, said, well, Miss — and right then, my Aunt said, 1 am 
Mrs. Andress, and not a miss — this amused the Captain as he drew nearer, 
he asked, where is your husband? My Aunt said, he lost his life at Atlanta 
and she moved to get on her horse, as the Captain drew nearer, he said, 
well, suppose you come and go with me, I shall see that you get another 
liusband, which infuriated my Aunt so, she struck him across his face with 
her crop — this angered him so, he made to strike her with his sword, when 
one of lis men, caught his arm, saying no, Captain, you can’t do this — she 
is a lady — and you had no right to say that to her. My Aunt had mounted 
her horse and away she was flying across the farm, back to the shelter of 
her Father at Flat Creek Plantation. They never heard of the soldiers — 
their horses were saved. 


MEMORIES — THE NEGRO RACE — ET CETERA 


We have often said, that the quaint and original sayings of the Negro, 
should be kept on record, for in one more generation, no one will know, 
ever hear the quaint sayings, of this race, which are so fast now, trying to 
act, and talk different, which has taken the charm, from them. 

Why do they object to being called “niggers” or darkie, which was 
given to them by their own race? | think it is rather unique, pure cute, 
especially “darkie.” Why are they ashamed of it? 1 remember once, right 
over at the Negro school, where they had not completed the school, but 
did have some kind of celebration, inviting prominent people from town 
and quite a few from Tuskegee, some whites from the north, and on this 
special occasion, Dr. Moton, who succeeded Dr. Washington, came as a 
special speaker — this is a gist of what he said — “If you are a cook, be a 
good cook, if you are a wash-woman, be a good wash-woman,” going on 
down the line for all domestics. Dr. Moton was a full blooded African, tho 
born in this country. His grandfather, was an African tribal chief. He had 
blue gums, and a gutteral voice. He told this, which the Negroes enjoyed 
immensely. He said, be proud of your race, God made you BLACK. He 
said also, he never saw a Chinaman, unless he was PROUD of the fact, he 
was a Chinaman — he went on, mentioning different races, but he said, he 
never saw a “nigger,” (and he called them niggers,) that was proud he was 
a nigger. | am going to write about as many as I know, which has come 
under my own observation, and they are all pure facts, if not I’ll say so. 

It is interesting to know the habits, the jokes, their mode of living, 
their love and respect for their mode of living, their love and respect for 
their white friends — even their mode of worship and any characteristic 
which is so different from the White race, as GOLD is from BRASS. God 
intended so, It was Billy Sunday, the great Revivalist, who said, God loved 
FUN, or he never would have made the Negro and monkey — 

My forebears were large slave owners, 1 AM NOT ASHAMED of it. 
One must bear in mind, they are not of a race, that has brought anything 
to civilization. How could they? What would they be today, if it were not 
for the WHITE man? 

Look at the section in Africa, which has been given to them, what have 
they done with it? Look at History — there has been slavery, since the 
foundation of the world, and even today, there are in some lands, where 
slavery still exists. 

When England, the Dutch, Spain and other European countries, had 
slave traders, and brought them to America, they first took them to New 
England — here they were tried out, but the Negro is not a cold country 
product, so the traders had to change their course, bringing them to the 
South, where the large plantation owners, needed help, so here the traders 
found a ready market and they lived on the plantations, until the War of 
1860-1 865. 

Tis true, many suffered, not only from leaving their native land, but 
trying to get adjusted to a newer land. Some were fortunate to have good 
masters, while others fell under cruel treatment. After all is said and done, 
they soon became adjusted to the new life, which was far better, from 
being eaten by wild animals, captured and sold from one. tribe to another, 
often being eaten by a tribe of cannibals, They had to live in tree tops, 
caves, deep grass, and some more fortunate, had huts, made from grass and 
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bark. 

Now, they live in a wonderful country — have names, a religion, and so 
many wonderful chances of life, that even today, the Blacks in Africa, do 
not have; it is something to think about. I remember hearing one of our 
former slaves say; I am not ashamed, having been born a slave. If I had not 
been here in this wonderful country, and I love it, I would not have known 
about the love of Jesus. My old Missus, taught me, at her knee, about the 
love of God and the Blessed Saviour. Then again, I heard a Negro woman, 
with some education say this; I am ashamed of my race being slaves. I 
thought about the proud Jewish race, how many times, they had been 
sold, and resold as slaves;‘the proud English, being in bondage under the 
Roman heel, the Greeks, where civilization opened, all at one time or 
another under the Roman rule, as slaves. Our Negroes in the South, were 
well taken care of, in every way, Spiritually and physically. Even after they 
were freed, by the envious Northerners, when plantations were abandoned, 
fortunes were lost, the whole country was in ruin, by the hand of the 
enemy, the ex-slaves were never turned away empty handed or hungry, by 
their former Masters. 

They are a happy race; grief, poverty and work, never seem to get 
them down in spirits, as it does the White race. Those who have never 
heard, the Negro in the cotton field, picking or hoeing, singing while they 
work, have missed a great deal. Each one with a different voice, but in 
harmony with all, not loud, with a soft sweet cadence, keeping time, with 
every stroke of the hoe. Then to see them, when thru, telling jokes, 
slapping one another, and using an expression, which is so popular with 
them, “Shut your mouth.” 

With the urge to go North, to greener pastures, and modern machinery 
coming in so fast on the farms, all of this is fast passing away. I am glad, I 
had the privilege to see and hear all of this. 

The story goes, that when the late Senator John Sharpe Williams, of 
Mississippi, was sitting on his front porch, in Washington, D.C. enjoying his 
early morning coffee, while reading the newspaper, he heard and saw a 
Negro ambling up the walk, stopping right in front of Senator Williams, 
who, peering over the paper at the Negro, said, “you black rascal” what do 
you mean, coming up to my front door? The Negro grinned, exclaiming, 
“‘Lawsy Marster,” dem are the sweetest words, this ole nig has heard since 
he left Alabama; please old Marster, I’s so hungry, can’t you give the old 
nig something to eat, and I’s is wanting to work for you. 

Senator Williams’ face showed sympathy and concern, so he said to the 
old darkie, “you black rascal” go on around to the kitchen, tell the cook 
to give you something to eat and hunt up some work for you. Senator 
Williams resumed his paper. The incident was closed. 

Who would appreciate this, but a Southerner? And a Negro, true to his 
race and white friends? 


Children, of the old South, loved and respected their black mammy, 
with a loyalty and devotion, that rivaled the love for their Mothers. There 
was a black mammy, who had slept in the room, with two young girls, 
since baby days, and now they were nearing ten and twelve years old. This 
old black mammy loved and watched over her two charges, but on an 
occasion, the Mother had to punish both, giving them a good thrashing. 
The old Mammy sat and watched, listening to their sobs, she stood it as 
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long as she could. So she stood up and said, please don’t whip my babies 
anymore, just whip me. That is the way, the black mammy felt. Gone 
now, are the black mammy, gone are the watchful and loving care of a 
nurse and gone are the THRASHINGS! 


Aunt Charlotte — 


I think about the proudest, most queenly old soul, I have ever seen of 
the Negro race, was my paternal grandmother’s seamstress. She made an 
annual visit to our home, as long as she lived and she lived to be very old. 
We all loved our Aunt Charlotte, we children considered it a great event, 
when she came to see us. She was a very tiny, erect, black, walked straight, 
carrying her head high. She was a grandchild of a tribal chief. She never, 
complained of the years of servitude. Always talked about the happy days, 
when her Marster and Missus were living, on the old family plantation, 
“Flat Creek’ in Monroe County. She always dressed in black and white, 
with a lacy frilly fichue, pinned with a brooch, presumably given to her, 
by her beloved Missus. 

When she was with us, she had a special chair, sitting in the corner 
from the fire place, smoking her pipe contentedly, reminiscing with our 
Father, about the old days, and especially did she enjoy telling about, 
“when the stars fell on Alabama” in 1834. 

As I have said before, we all loved this little old black woman and she 
loved us and when she would pack her belongings to leave, loud were the 
lamentation of the children of the household and as far as she could see us, 
she would wave that little hand. 
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AN ACTUAL FACT 


This was told to me, over fifty years ago, and all persons connected 
with this incident are now gone to the great beyond. 

A gentleman, of one of the old families of the county and Monroe, had 
an apartment in the Evergreen Hotel. One night, there gathered in his 
room, the Circuit Judge, the Prosecuting Attorney, two or three of the 
legal bar and a Negro, who always kept the fires going, pass the bottle 
around et cetera. 

In the Wee hours of the morning,when they left, the Negrowas cleaning 
up and was getting ready to leave, he wanted to ask the white man some 
questions, which he was granted the request. 

Now, Boss, l’s just a poor old nigger, and mean no harm, but please tell 
me this; those gentmen were the LAW, ain’t? He was told that they were. 

Now Boss, I just can’t get it — You see Boss, they is the LAW! Thats 
right — 

UMPH! and the poor old darkie would shake his head. 

You see Boss, I didn’t know white folks acted that way — shooting 
crap! Umph! They done exactly likes uss-es niggers and they is the LAW! 

This actually happened in the Evergreen Hotel 


MEMORIES 


There once lived, in the woods near us, a mulatto woman, by the name 
of Polly Chapman. She was a quaint character. Not too intelligent. Just a 
simple, good inoffensive old woman, born of shame. She had two children. 
One was black and the other was brown skin; as she called him. Polly 
depended on her white friends to feed and cloth her. Her children married 
and left her and never paid her any attention, so she would have starved 
and suffered if it had not been for the whites. She was always clean and if 
she went to any of the white folk houses and she saw a cat lapping milk 
out of a saucer, soon that saucer was scalded, put out in the sun and Polly 
never would use it. She went barefooted for years, only in cold weather. 
She always walked very slowly. Her head wrapped with some white cloth, 
in the turban style, a calico dress, usually with an apron of checked 
material, barefooted. Here she would come, walking slowly, and as she 
approached our house, my parents would be sitting on the front gallery, 
Polly would say, Evening? I’s just gwine up to Miss Nancy’s — I’s going to 
be there all night and she would stop, shake her feet in the sand, let the 
white sand creep thru her toes, and would say, how you-all? Then she 
would grin. Didn’t have a tooth in her head. Had a large mouth, large and 
wide mouth, lips very heavy. We never did have to say a thing to Polly, she 
did all the talking. Her son, was named William, never heard of him being 
called anything but William. All the children were scared to death of him. 
He had a mean face, acted mean. He used to on a moon light night, give 
the African Tribal Cry. We all would be sitting on our front gallery, when 
we would hear William coming, from a distance of a mile, giving his cry, 
which we would almost shudder to hear it, but we all would stop and 
listen as he would approach nearer and nearer. It would sound, harsh, then 
gentle, soft, and loud, up and down. No one could describe it. It truly 
belonged to the jungle as William did. He left very suddenly for parts 
unknown, greatly to the pleasure of the younger generation, both black 
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and white. Poor old Polly was heart broken. He was cruel and mean, but 
he was her boy. He had a way of twisting his head, which was frightening. 
No one has ever been able to give that African call as he-did and where he 
learned it, no one knows, but years after, when we were grown, we were 
sitting on our front gallery and mentioned it, and one of my brothers said, 

it could be heard in the Black Belt country over near the Alabama River. 

He would never give it, only on moon light nights. Years ago, when old 
Polly became very feeble and her white friends, the ones she always stayed 
with, had passed away, we lost sight of Polly. One evening very late, asa 
niece and I were driving into our lawn, we noticed a bundle looking object, 

lying down on the ground at the entrance of the drive. We stopped the car, 
and looked closer and heard a groan, we got out to see what it was and it 
was old Polly. We asked her, could we do something for her. She was 
trying to get to old John Pages house where she wanted to stay for the 
night, so we helped her up, took her in the car and drove to this Negro’s 
house, which had a corn field right in front. We told the Negroes, who it 
was in the car and that she wanted to go to their house. The old Negro 
man, rose up, saying she can’t stay here. Take her back. Well, there we 
were, it was real dark and poor old Polly on our hands, and her own race 
failed to help her, but the wife of the household, who was a kind hearted 
person, stepped out in the yard and said, no, we can’t do that, let her 
come in. In the meantime, poor old Polly whimpered, just lay me down 
out in this corn patch and I will die. But when the wife said, what she did, 

we spoke up, and told them, to take her in, we would pay for her night’s 
lodging. Well, they never did call on us for it, and Polly stayed there for 
the night, aad the next day, she was taken to some of her kin, where she 
passed away. Poor old soul. Truly she had served her time, and well, but 
cast off by her own blood. If her “Miss Nancy had been living, she would 
never have suffered thus,” but all things have to pass away. Amen. 


1 think one of the funniest things, I have ever experienced, or 
witnessed, was right in front of my house and in my lawn. I had a 
plumber, who was a very kind and humble Negro, who had finished his 
work. and I had paid him, but was standing talking to him, as he was 
putting his tools in his car. He was from old Monroe County and knew so 
many of my relatives, and was telling me, how he loved all of them, which 
made me interested in what he said. Down the street, came an old man of 
his race, who had been suffering for years with rheumatism, which caused 
him to walk hippty-to-hop, Well, the plumber looked around at him, with 
so much. sympathy, hailing him. “Heh there buddy” — The reply was this. 
Heh, your self — The plumber said again, why aint you riding ~ the other 
one said, I walked before I rode, very brusk, which made the plumber look 
at him, as the other one never stopped but kept on walking down the.road, 
hippy-to-hop. The plumber said in a kind voice as if talking to himself — 
“yes buddy, you sho did.” And he kept looking at the old man, as he 
walked on, — 


MEMORIES — TRUE FACT — 
A CALENDAR FAMILY — 


The Mother was a large, good natured, big bosomed Negro woman. She 
brought two or three children with her, on a shopping tour. She was trying 
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to fit them up, with toboggan caps, to wear to school — this-was a gist of 
the conversation — “Now be quiet, April, I’s going to get you one. 
“February quit pestering June” I can’t fit any of you with a cap” — The 
sales-lady was amused and interested, so she had to ask the Mother, if she 
trying to go down the calendar, for names. ““Yas-sum” you see it was like 
this — “Me and my old man just decided to name all of our chillun by the 
calendar. You see, my old man, is named January February, so we named 
our first child for his Daddy — then we have a little girl name March, then 
we have this one name April, we left May at home, but here is June and 
July, who is the baby, but we plan to go on and try and fill the calendar 
out. We like the names — 


MEMORIES — TRUE FACT 

This event occurred on the 2nd floor, of the late I. Long & Sons 
Department Store, in the ready to wear dept. It was a few weeks before 
Easter; customers were coming and going, buying, and some were using the 
lay-away-plan. 

In walked Carrie, a very black typical African, good natured woman. 
She wanted to select and lay away dresses for her little girls for Easter — 
After selecting them, she stood back and exclaimed — “‘aint they purty, 
my little girls will look just like little Angels on Easter Morning —” After 
she paid some on the dresses, she turned and spoke to two girls of her race 
who had come up from Brewton to trade. She went up to the girls and 
they were talking to Carrie in an undertone, when all at once Carrie let out 
an expression which they use, “shut your mouths” are you telling me the 
truf? Carrie turned to the sales lady and said — “These girls done told me, 
that my Mama is done died and buried and here I don’t know nuffin about 
it. Well, I’s going right now and see about my poor Mama. I knows what 
they think, they think I aint got no sense, and they can claim all the 
insurance money, but I will show them. Off she went. 

Just before Easter she came back and paid for the Easter frocks. 
Curiosity got the best of the sales lady and she had to ask Carrie, if it was 
true her Mother died and was buried and they didn’t let her know about it. 
“‘Yas-sam, my poor Mama is sho dead, but those niggers sho didn’t get the 
insurance, So with a voice of great pride, she went on to say, I’s now got 
two hundred dollars — sho have. 

So for Carrie, her Mother’s death, was not in vain. 


AFRICAN TALES 
This story was given to me — 
can’t vouch for the truthfulness 


Out in the country, a visiting Negro Bishop, after delivering his 
morning sermon, and waiting for the noon day meal to be served on the 
grounds of the church — noticed, that another church of the same faith 
was built right in front of the one where he had just completed his 
morning sermon. Now tell me, kind brethern, you two are of the same 
faith — why did you build two churches — why not join and be one? 

One spoke up and this is what he told the Bishop. 

Well, Brother, it is this way — 

We-uns say, Moses was found by Phararh’s daughter, just like the Bible 
says, and these others say this — that is what SHE SAYS. 
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MEMORIES 

A Negro maid im our neighbors household, came from anim- 
poverished family, owing to the fact, that there were fifteen in the family, 
to clothe, feed and to send to school. The Mother had never been married, 
so as the children grew older, the Mother thought they could bring in a 
little aid to the household, so the first one, to go out to help in this large 
family, was Sunshine, who became my neighbors maid. She was bright, 
happy and in many ways, easily trained. 

When she was thm with her duties, she never wanted to go home, 
complained how crowded they were in their two rooms, even taking care 
of an aged grandmother, who was a perfect invalid, and demanded first 
attention. 

One moming, Sunshine, was real late in coming to her work. My 
neighbors, naturally asked why she was so late — Well, Mirs.——-, I hates to 
tell you. We is im trouble, bad trouble, down at our house. 

Well, you had better tell me all about it. Maybe I can be of some help. 

No’m, you can’t do nuffin. 

How do you know I can't? Tell me Sunshine. 

Well, Mrs.—— it is just like this — My poor old grandmother, she ceasted 
— sho did. 

Sunshine, do you mean your grandma died? 

Yes’am, she dead. But, Miss, that is not all. You see, we are so pore. 
We can’t even buy poor old grandma, a pretty dress, to be laid away in. 

Sunshine, are you going to bury your Grandma, today? I imagine your 
Mother will want to bury as soon as possible, as she will not be able to 
have her embalmed. Sunshine, looked at my kind neighbor, with 
amazement and perfect horror. No-no-no-mam. We can’t do that. We must 
wait until after Sunday. Then, it was Tuesday, the day after she died. 

Why can’t you? I'll give you a real nice dress, for your grandmother. 

O, I thanks you, Mrs.— but you see, it is like this. We just have to 
wait. She aint been presented, yet. She meant, the preachers hadn’t 
gathered, to pray over her. And they charges so much, complained 
Sunshine 


Well, you people have your.own ways, but you will have to have her 
embalmed, if you wait until after Sunday, and why do you have to pay 
your preacher and the others? 

He aint my preacher, and ain’t Mama’s, but Grandma, put a lot of 
store in him. 

Well, how are you going to pay him, you say, you haven’t any money. 

Well, Mrs.— Mama has a brother in New York, City. She telegraphed 
him, told him, he had better send her some money, that Grandma was his 
Mama, as she was hers, I specks he will, he knows my Mama. And he did. 


MY LOIS, AGAIN — 

1 enjoy writing about my former maid, Lois, as she is truly a whiz, or 
whatever that means, but it does mean to me, a person who is clever. And 
as I have said before, where she is an African, she is something phenominal 
— none can talk like her, neither can they think as she does. She has a 
limited education, but so very bright, in so many ways, just a great pity 
she wasn’t educated, as she could have been a great help to her race. She 
tried to use “BIG WORDS” as they express it — For instance, she was in 
my home recently, and while she was doing some little act of kindness for 
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me, my phone rang and the party wanted her, so when she returned to my 
room, she said, it was her elder daughter, asking her permission, to go to a 
“MARTINY DANCE” that night. 

As we all know this old world has turned upside down in every way, so 
for a few seconds, I really thought, there must be a method of teaching the 
young teenagers something about the future, for those who were 
contemplating marriage and I knew this daughter of Lois was planning to 
marry, but I could not resist saying, MATERNITY DANCE? I have never 
heard such? Yes-am, these young folkes are a mess, they want to dance all 
the time, so I told her to go ahead. Then I said, Lois, you really do not 
mean to say MATERNITY BANCE, but a FRATERNITY DANCE. 

She is not easily offended, so she smiled and chuckled and said, 
yes-am, I knew it was something lak that. 


MEMORIES 

There has been told in our family, about a Negro, who stuttered 
terribly, especially when excited, so the story goes, that when he married, 
he had a most embarrassing experience. There was a Negro preacher, who 
stood very high with his race, and regardless of faith, he was always called 
up on to officiate at weddings, burials et cetera, as his eloquence was 
always admired. He was called upon to officiate at a church wedding, 
where he didn’t know the people so well, but he was going to do his very 
best, so here goes. In his dignified manner, he was carrying out his part 
admirably and when he hesitated, for the groom to produce the ring, to 
place it on the bride’s finger, his best man looked hurriedly thru his 
pockets to locate the ring. This excited the groom very much who in a 
moment of anxiety, couldn’t refrain any longer, from saying,-Da-dan-dam 
it, can’t you find it. 

The best man said in replying, just wait, I'll git it, and stooped over 
and gathered it out of the cuff of his trousers, where he thought it would 
be safer and easier to find. But he had forgotten. 

It had never occurred to the groom, he was in the church standing 
before the distinguished minister. All he wanted, was the ring, dam it or 
not. 


A friend told me, about an experience her sister had, with her yard 
man, who had worked for her, for many years and that she always had 
found him to be very trustworthy and loved to talk about the Bible and 
how he had been called upon to pray in his church et cetera. 

A group of ladies, of the church, of which her sister belonged, had a 
prayer service, and they took her old handy man along, to help them out, 
with any chore, and told him, if he finished and wanted to come in the 
church, to hear them, to do so. 

So sure enough, after he was thru, with his duties, he walked in, taking 
a seat back near a window. Her sister, being a good woman and also a good 
task Mistress, said, to him, Now Dan, we would like to hear you offer a 
prayer, will you? 

He arose and this is what he said. 

“Us’s is so thankful, to be here. ] is so thankful to hear my Missus, talk 
about the destruction of the word., Amen.” 
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: My Cook Mary — 


1 always enjoyed my cook, Mary — Just as black as they come. Always 
laughing. Full of fun and loved to laugh. 

She would come in, early in the morning, bouncing along, and the first 
thing she would say, “How is you, Honey.” That was what we expected of 
her, every morning. Just like a stimulant. When we would ask her about 
her health, this is what she would say “Ole Mary aint nuffine, Feels like a 
million dollars, but aint got a crying dime.” 


TRUE STORY 

The old Negro woman was ambling along, with her fishing pole over 
her shoulders, a little tin pail in her hand, containing bait, which she did 
not use all, to catch the string of fish which she was “toting.”’ Enuff, she 
said, for her supper, with a cup of coffee and a hoe cake. Coming down 
the street, approaching, was a young girl, of her race, carrying a baby. 

“Hello Miss Em.” 

Howdy Baby — Where you got that baby from? | aint herd of you 
bouncing a baby? 

No, Miss Em, this baby was given to me. It is MINE. 

Sho nuff, honey, tell old Miss Em about it. 

Well, you see, it was this way. That gal who lived next to me, just up 
and left for the North and told me she didn’t want to be bothered with no 
young — told me, as | loved babies and couldn’t have none for my own, | 
could have hers, so this is my baby now, and ain’t it cute, Miss Em? 

Yes, honey, real thotty, of her. But what does the Daddy say about it? 

Miss Em, { don’t think he has a Daddy, | have never seen one. 


MEMORIES 

A happy experience of my childhood, would be when my brothers 
would allow me to join them, climbing and sitting on the high gate to our 
lawn, watching for Pearce; the driver of an ox team, which was owned by 
the late Mr. Charles Ivey, a large and prosperous planter, who lived a few 
miles out West of Evergreen, Alabama. Mr. Ivey, was the grandfather, of 
our own popular townsman, C. T. Ivey. 

What we children always wanted to see and what delighted us, was the 
way Pearce handled the oxen. He was a very kind low spoken and 
trustworthy driver. He talked to his oxen, whispering in their ears, in a 
teasing manner, which we thought and knew they understood and enjoyed 
and maybe they did. Some time he would drive aS many as Six oxen; it was 
owing to the freight he had to load, but always four. His whip, was one 
thing that fascinated us. It was long and black but he never used it on his 
oxen. When about a quarter of a mile from our home, he would crack that 
whip, once, twice and three times. Sounded like a pistol but we children 
knew just what it was. Then we would scamper trying to out race the 
other, climbing up on the gate, each one trying to get the best place. And 
waited! At last came old Pearce. He knew we would be there, perched 
right on that gate, like birds. Well, Pearce always stopped in the shade of 
an oak, and would ask for a cold drink of water. Each one of us would run 
and try and see which one could get it for Pearce. Pearce had only one eye, 
but he saw and knew everything we wanted. He would grin at our 
impatience, then asking in his low voice — what you chillun, want? In our 
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eagerness, we almost screamed at him, “‘make their ears twitch” — please 
Pearce? He would talk real tow, to Beauty, Brindle, Bounty, Bossy etc; 
they would twitch their ears, then throw out their tails, ready to go. 
Pearce was an honest darkie, or bore that reputation. All the people on the 
road, would send their letters, to be mailed, get him to pick up ice for 
them and any other small errand, he was always glad to do it. 

Mr. Ivey, never objected or interferred with Pearce and his “road 
friends.” Pearce always cracked his whip at a certain time to let them 
know he was coming and on returning from town, if he had any mail, he 
would crack that whip just so many times. He knew exactly when any one 
of the young ladies in his community, would be expecting a letter from 
her “gentleman friend.” One of my cousins, the late Mrs. Sam Craig, when 
in her nineties, told me, that when she heard the cracking of that whip, she 
would run down the lane to meet Pearce, sure of a letter. Pearce would 
grin at her, squinting that one eye and would say. — old Pearce knows you 
are happy, honey, to get this letter as he proudly handed her a letter. 

“No more oxen ~ no more cracking of the whips, which he never used 
on his beloved oxen and last but so true - NO MORE PEARCES. 


Rev. Roberson 


We had a most unique Negro character, in our. town, for several years. 
He was a minister and his race had the best of faith in him. He was of small 
stature, very thin, walked very straight, never turning his head one way or 
another. Attended strictly to his own business. He always carried a walking 
stick, which he made, gathered from the forest (as he called the woods) 
which was very interesting and a work of Art, in fact, it belonged to a 
museum. In all the places, where he had cut it free from any small limbs, 
which we call knots, he had placed a colored glass, first he had polished 
the stick, perfectly, in all the places, where should have shown a knot, he 
placed a colored stone, gathered from glass, bottles et cetera, these 
represented the twelve apostles, then on the top of this stick, was a crystal 
stone or glass. This represented Christ. It was really something to be proud 
of and it took him a long time to complete and make it attractive. 

At one time, this.Negro minister, was a witness in a case in court; it 
was said, he walked in the court house, wearing his long tail coat, which no 
one never saw him without, wearing it, carrying his cane, walking in, with 
the dignity of Royalty, and, as someone said, he looked just like Selassie, 
which he did. 

A hog had been stolen, in his neighborhood, and when his time came 
to testify, this is what was said. 

The Judge asked him, Roberson? What size was this hog? He arose 
with all the dignity of a Mandate and replied — “Your Honor” this hog 
was a mere lad of a shoat.” 

The Judge then asked him, “When did you last see this hog?” 

“Your Honor,” the last time I saw this piece of pork, he was 
meandeéring towards the forest.” 

Needless to say, this, came very near breaking up the Court. 

This really happened in the Court House of Evergreen, Alabama. 


Short jokes, given to me, by friends, which are true. 
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My old cook named “Duck”’ says, All that young folkes know how to 
do, is to make a mess and step in it. 


Salvation Mary 


Mary, a tall Amazon type Negress, was my sister’s cook, for several 
years and an excellent one she was. Excelling in many dishes of the 
culinary art, specially, open face apple pies and crisp waffles. She was very 

. religious, devoting the entire month of August to attending the church’s 
nightly meetings, singing and shouting until the wee small hours. In the 
following morning, she was too weary and sleepy she could scarecely 
prepare the breakfasts so my sister gave her a dollar and told her, when the 
preacher asked for money, to give it to him. Enough was enough! my sister 
told her. So the next moming, when Mary was asked if she gave the 
preacher the money, she replied ~ No’m I didn’t. When he asked me, I 
just riz up and told him, salvation was free, and I kept my dollar. 


A friend’s maid, was planning to go to Chicago, for a vacation. She 
told her Mistress, she was all ready, but had to wash and iron her clothes, 
pack her grip, then I’s got totake a thru runner before I do gets off. She 
had to explain, that the thru runner was MEDICINE. 


There was once in our neighborhood, a very distinguished gentleman, 
who was a bailiff during a session of Court. There was an aged Negro, who 
formerly was a slave, and he was just called I.C. 

1.C. was a witness in some case and on a certain day, as a rule, several 
Negroes, a few whites would gather at the Court House, some standing, 
some sitting on the benches out in front of the Court House, which had a 
small upstair portico. Old LC. was in the group of Negroes gathered on the 
front. The bailiff came to the portico, calling 1.C.? 1.C.? 1.C.? 

The old Negro squinted his one eye, looking up at the bailiff, grinned 
and said, I see you, too Marse Turner? This caused quite a laughter among 
all, the whites and blacks. 

This occurred in Evergreen Court House. 


SIM AND RUBY BROWN 

This would not be complete, without something said about Ruby 
Brown, who passed away just a few years ago. She was greatly respected, 
by the White and Blacks. 

Ruby was a very unusual mulatto. A handsome woman. She was a 
prominent member of her church and often represented her church 
societies, in National conferences in New York City, Califomia, Chicago, 
Philadelphia and Detroit. : 

The writer remembers so well on one occasion, Ruby’s church, had a 
visiting minister, from New York City. He was a prominent Bishop and on 
this special occasion, several white friends were invited to hear him. 

He was a native of Jamaica, and I remember so well, how he spoke 
with an English accent. He was a bright mulatto, made a good appearance; 
had a good voice. When he would bring out some very important phrase, 
some old Negro man, in the congregation would clap his hands, exclaiming, 
“dats right,” brother, tell them about it. The Bishop seemed to be 
embarrassed, and didn’t know just how to cope with it. He would look 
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around, simply astounded, then he would again proceed. The White 
friends, of Ruby, were very proud of her, on this occasion as she was 
called upon to step up on the pulpit and give a short talk. She rose up with 
all the dignity of a child of GOD, walking up to the pulpit with a regal air 
as it was just what would be expected of her and in her own quiet manner, 
gave her talk. 

We all remember Ruby, for one special thing, her love for pretty 
clothes. For the visit of her Bishop, she had on a beautiful dress, which she 
made, as she was a good seamstréss. 

When she concluded her talk, her White friends, thot and felt, they 
should pay her the right homage; so we CLAPPED! 

So again the visiting Bishop from New York City, was startled. 
Anyway, we were not giving the courtesy, if you could call it that; but to 
Ruby our friend, who deserved some kind of recognition, and we saw she 
received it. 

Ruby has been greatly missed, by all her friends and we do feel she is 
waiting to receive her Crown, for her many good acts. She was always glad 
to help anyone and often she was asked to assist at weddings, teas, and 
parties. She would come dressed in her maid’s attire, from cap to shoes. 

We don’t know whether Sim, the husband of Ruby has passed away or 
not. But we must say a few words about Sim, as he too, did his share. 
First, Sim was a wonderful cook; at any time he called upon to go on 
camps and fishing trips and was not otherwise employed, Sim was ready to 
assist his white friends. When one planned a special dinner party, it was a 
relief to know Sim was there to help — Always immaculate in his white 
coat and cap to prepare and serve. 

For years, he was associated with some Dry Cleaners, then, he entered 
the insurance business. Sim and Ruby owned their own cottage which they 
took special pride. But the main thing, so many can remember about Sim, 
was, his playing his bass viol, for all the dances. When one would- see Sim 
coming in, with his Bass Viol over his back, the other two of the band with 
their violin and guitar, your feet would begin to tingle. 

Sim, in his humble manner, did his part. 

No more Sims nor there will never be another Ruby. 


MEMORIES — POOR OLD AUNT BETSY 

There once lived in our town, an old Negro woman, named Betsy. She 
was a full blooded African. I remember hearing the older heads say, that 
she was a fire eater, when young. What that was, I don’t know. The 
Negroes despised her, and I have heard, she was hit over the head by one 
of her race, and that, was the cause of her mind being deranged. She didn’t 
bother anyone and she wanted to be left alone and she was. She lived with 
a Negro family, and who paid them, I don’t know, but as I remember, it 
was just pure kindness on their part. Anyway, Aunt Betsy preached. Right 
about, where Hazel-Helen and the Little Store, now stands, right across to 
the railroad, always were high piles of cross ties. Aunt Betsy, would climb 
to the top, facing the East, then she would commence, talking just as loud 
as she could, and every other word, was ‘“Thanky, ye are my Father” — No 
one would molest her, the poor old black soul, was harmless, tho in 
appearance, she looked like the picture of a witch. She predicted two fires 
we had — and other things, but when night would fall, Aunt Betsy, would 
climb down from her perch, walking down the street, muttering every 
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step, “thanky, ye are my Father.” 
JOHN LLOYD — GRAVE DIGGER 


Here, was a Negro man, who really contributed his share, for public 
service, for the town of Evergreen. John Lloyd was for many years, the 
one and only grave digger. When there was a burial in progress and the 
time of the obsequies, which in the days gone by, were held, mostly at the 
cemetery — grave side service, you would always see John, standing back, 
‘watching, listening and waiting his turn to finish off the mound. 

In the days before we had professional undertakers and a hearse, a 
body was carried in a double carriage. When it was time for a body to be 
lowered into the grave, ropes were used to lower the casket. Then men, 
usually the pall bearers would step forward, each one doing his share 
throwing dirt into the grave. John Lloyd, the grave digger, then would 
finish it off. John was an humble Negro, was very black, always dressed in 
black and wore a derby. 

He had a long mustache. He was truly one of Evergreen’s good Negro 
citizens. 


MEMORIES 

The Negro, of olden days, had quaint sayings. They were truly 
philosophers! We once had a white man in our town, who was born and 
reared on the family plantation a few miles from town. In after years, he 
entered the ministry of the Baptist faith, but this was after the family had 
moved to town. He never lost track of the old family servants, from the 
plantation days and one of the first things he did when coming home for 
a visit, would be to hunt up his playmates of his childhood. 

On one occasion, while he wasat home he heard about how the 
Negroes on Gritney, danced, drank, fought and had a high time, as they 
called it. This Baptist minister just didn’t like to believe that any of his old 
playmates, who also had moved to town, would be involved in such, so he 
thought on Monday morning, he would go down town and investigate and 
learn something: about old Gritney. Sure enough, he met up with Sam, an 
old playmate, and was horrified to learn that Sam was one of the main 
ones. He rebuked Sam, gently telling him that moving to town had ruined 
him. Sam grinned looking at his old friend, replying, Marse Will, if you 
could ever be a nigger in old Gritney on Saturday night, you would never 
want to be a white man again. 


A story, taken from Atlanta Constitution, just a few years after the 
War between the States. 


Soon after the War of 1860-1865, during the period, when the 
carpetbaggers had gone back to the north, and everything was demoral- 
ized, there were many people who ventured South, thru curiosity, some 
wanting to stir up trouble, some seeking newer fields for a live-li-hood, 
some, seeking to do missionary work among the Negroes, whom they 
thought had been truly neglected. There came to the town, of Augusta 
Georgia, a wealthy couple from Boston; their purpose was to elevate the 
“social life” of the poor down trodden Negro, as they expressed it. They 
visited and worshiped with the Negroes, (those who had managed to have a 
house of worship) so they met a good old Negro woman, who was very 
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active in her church, using all the teachings, her old Missus had taught her. 
The couple from Boston were very much impressed. When they left for 
their northern home, they invited the old woman to visit with them, saying, 
they would pay her way, which she readily accepted. So up to Boston she 
goes, to visit the wealthy Bostonians. On the first night of her arrival, when 
she was invited in to the dining room for dinner, the host smiled and said to 
her, Mrs.----, you are not accustomed to this, are you? Whats dat? T mean, 
your Marster, didn’t let you eat at the table, with them, did he? The old 
Negro woman looked at her host, with perfect amazement or horror, in 
her eyes, at the question. And very indignantly replied, dat he didn’t, my 
Marster was a white gentleman, he didn’t let any nigger eat at his table. No 
sir! 


This is a true happening, on the late Captain T. M. Riley’s plantation in 
Monroe County, Ala. 


Captain Riley had a Negro man, who had grown from childhood, on 
hiseplace, who was a handy man. He was witty, and could dance a jig in the 
sand, bare footed, before you could bat your eye. Everyone, who came 
along, petted this Negro. On one occasion, Capt. Riley, had as his guest, 
for a midday dinner, several distinguished men, namely; Dr. Bomar, former 
president of Judson, a close friend of Captain Riley, Dr. B. F. Riley, 
former President of Howard College, Capt. Nettles, Congressman John 
McDuffie, and while they were all enjoying smoking their after dinner 
cigars, sitting on the front commodious porch, this Negro came walking 
around the corner of the house, quietly, wanting to see just who these men 
were, for whom Captain Riley had made so many preparations; so he was 
peering thru the balustrade, when Captain Riley said, ‘‘alright Caesar, what 
do you want? Nuttin sir, just nuttin, just wanted to see these big men, sah, 

Well, you have seen them, so go on back and get busy. 

Can’t I say, howdy, to dem, Captain? 

Well, say what you want to say, and go on. 

Well, the poor old darkie, somewhat chagrined, turned to leave. One of 
the guests, who had just returned from Europe, stepped forward and said. 

Caesar? Wait! 

Caesar, too eager to do so, answered, but eyeing the Captain. Yessir, 
Boss, I is. 

Caesar, where did you get such an honorable name, a name of history? 
Caesar looked startled for a minute, glancing at the Captain. I-I spec I just 
found it boss. 

Well, you found a Kingly name. 

Caesar saw now, he was safe, he was holding the attention of the whole 
gallery of company so he shuffled his bare feet in the sand, answering in a 
proud manner. Sho is Boss — 

Well, here is a good cigar, for you Caesar. 

Caesar grabbed the cigar, again eyeing his Captain so when one of the 
guests offered him a match, he lighted and puffed at the cigar for a second 
or so, then grinned at the crowd and said, Oh! it takes a gentleman to 
smoke a cigar. 

Then he danced a jig, while he smoked, with his bare feet hitting the 
sand. This occurred in Monroe County. 


—73— 


MEMORIES 

Sitting on the railing, of a front country store, was a Negro woman, 
eating a pickle foot. She was eating this with a great deal of relish, 
smacking her lips, as she would bite down; along came Sam, one of her 
race, saying to her — “Mis Em, your John just got kilt” — 

Em kept right on knawing her pickle foot — “Mis Em” I’s told you, 
your John got kilt aint you hern me? Aint you going to stop etting and 
start some moaning? 

Em, looked at John with teeth cracking down on her pickle foot and 
replied — 

“Yas, John I’s herd you — just wait til 1 et another pickle foot, then 
you'll hear the best moaning and shouting you is ever herd. She wiped her 
mouth on her apron, saying that sho was good — now I’s ready to shout 
and mourn. 


MY LOIS 

1 think, one of the cleverest maids, | have ever had, was my Lois. If she 
had been educated, she would have been a whiz. She was black, and | was 
white; she a maid in my Service, but there was a deep attachment between 
us. She always would come in, in the morning, smiling and this is what 
always transpired. How is you feeling? Smiling, with dimples flying all over 
her face. After | would tell her, 1 was feeling fine, and how was she? | is 
fine, just thankful that | am living, and can work. It was a pleasure, really 
helped the atmosphere of the household, to hear her sing, and she could 
sing. When she would sing, she always loved the song, “Jesus keep me near 
the Cross” — She came in one day, telling me she was going to write to the 
PRES-I-DENT. She had a way of ending her sentences, by saying this, “I 
am telling you” So | asked her what did she want to write to the President 
about and she replied, | is heartsick, over Washington, taking the Bible out 
of the schools. She was a good Mother, had a large family, tried to teach 
her children to do the right thing. So, one morning, here she walks in, 
smiling, poking a letter at me, saying | wants you to polish this up and tell 
me how to address it. Of course | had to read it and right here, | must say, 
she hit the nail on the head, in everything she said to President Kennedy. I 
shall give you a gist, of what she wrote; “Dear Mr. Pres-i-dent” — 1 ama 
Negro, from the deep south. | am a mother, with six chillun in school. Will 
you please tell me, why the Government has taken the Bible out of the 
schools? You wonder why | ask you? You are the President, aint you? We 
parents, send our chillun to school, they are with the teachers, more than 
they are with us. Just think, Mr. Pres-i-dent, the Book, which all other 
books they study, is taken from the Holy Bible, think, Mr. President, all | 
teaches dem, about praying and about the Bible, and when they go to 
school, to be good chilluns, it is taken from them. It is just not right. “I 
am telling you.” Then here you are spending millions to go to the Moon, 
what do you want to do that for? We have plenty of room here on earth, 
plenty of people, if they do fight and scratch all the time. “1 am telling 
you.” What do you mean sending our boys over across the seas, to fight 
Communists, when we have them right here, just plenty of them. “l am 
telling you.” 

Well, my maid Lois, had an answer to her letter, which was written by 
his Secretary, in a short time, but of course, he evaded her questions. | 
read the letter, so 1 know all about it. Then another thing about my Lois. 
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She reads her Bible, and she said, she prayed every night, for everyone, 
white and black, that she loved everybody, and I believe she does. One 
day, she told me, that Joseph, the husband of Mary, was an old man, and 
had two sons, by his first wife — who had died and then the Lord, 
betrothed him to Mary; I asked her, where did she get that? 

In the Bible, I knows, because I studies my Bible, “I am telling you.” 
It is in the Bible. I told her, No, Lois, you wont find anything about 
Joseph, being a father of two grown sons, and was a widower. The Bible 
says, he was a just man and did as the Angel told him. She was very meek, 
as she said, “yas-sum.” F 

I think one of the happiest memories of my childhood, was when the 
children in the neighborhood, would slip away “to a cabin under the hill.” 

Here, we would find a large family of pick-a-ninies, some black, some 
brown skinned, some very light, all gathered around their Mother, having a 
good time, while we white children would sit down on the ground, 
watching them at their antics, with envy, in our hearts. 

They would make cart wheels, turn somersaults, then there were two 
older ones, who would dance; skirts almost dragged the ground, in those 
days and these two sisters were almost grown. They would dance, bare 
footed, skirts were made with ruffles all around the bottom, and they were 
very wide. They danced a tribal dance, at the same time singing or 
humming very low. As they twisted, pranced and threw out their arms, 
jumping up and down, standing on their heads, which truly fascinated all 
of their white playmates. All this time, they were carrying out the 
different features of their dance, which would rival the dance of the 
butterfly, their Mother, sisters and brothers, would be humming and 
clapping their hands, not loud but firmly with a rhythm, and often, we 
white children would find our own hands clapping, but couldn’t make it 
sound, as the Africans did. 

The Mother had at least ten children; one day, they brought to our 
back door, a pail of plums, wanting to sell them. As they collected for the 
plums, they scainpered off, happy, singing as they ran. Our cook just stood 
and looked at them, and as she puffed at her pipe she grunted with disgust, 
and said very low to our Mother, “ta mixed bouquet.” 

No child today, will ever know the pleasure, of watching, seeing the 
antics and dancing of any of the Negro children. They have lost their 
identity and we whites may be the cause. 


AUNT DINAH 
A true story 

Not far from our home, dwelt a pure blooded black African woman, 
who lived alone and wanted to be left alone. As I remember, we heard she 
was a daughter of a chief of a tribe, of head hunters, and she looked it. It 
is rather difficult to describe her; she was a most grotesque looking human. 
Her head was oblong, very large, ears, that stood out, a huge, wide and 
ugly mouth, full of large teeth. Her hands, were large and long. They 
looked like hams, feet, that only a huge brogan, which would fit a man, 
could she wear. 

She never walked, she loped, always in a run, not looking left or right, 
talking to herself in an undertone. When anyone passed her cabin, she 
would run and hide behind a tree or thick bush and would peep out and 
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around at you. Wouldn’t work for anyone, and how she lived, I don’t 
recall. She was truly a horrible old woman. Didn’t associate with any of 
the Negroes and they were all scared of her. Our Father cautioned us, and 
told us never to say one word to her. He wasted his time, as we children 
were too scared of her. Another thing, was told on her by the Negroes, 
that she always ate her meat raw. I was nearly grown, when Dinah died. I 
think I remember correctly, that the white people had to bury her. She 
truly belonged to the jungles of dark Africa. 


JULIA AND HATTIE 

Julia was of a large frame, built squarely, pure African. Not a better 
soul ever lived. She was sitting on a keg of nails, in the grocery 
department, of our department store, eating sausages, which came in large 
tin cans, and were covered with thick grease. Julia would come every 
Saturday afternoon, and sit down on a keg of nails, buy her dinner of 
sausages. She would eat, grease dripping from her mouth, which didn’t 
bother Julia, but she would stop every minute or so, lick her fingers, 
relishing every mouthful she ate, oblivious to anyone’s presence. 

Along came Hattie, another Negro, with a trace of Indian, showing in 
the glitter of her eye and the shape of her nose. Her eyes fairly glistened, 
as she saw Julia sitting there, enjoying with so much relish, her sausages. 

“Sis Julia” what is you eating? Sounds good. 

Julia never stopped — between mouthfuls, she replied, “Sas-sages, 
honey, just sas-sages, aint you ever et none? They are fitten, just fitten. 

Sis Julia, I sho aint — hoping Julia would offer her some. Julia, kept 
right on eating — replying to her friend Hattie — “Well, just try them, 
Sister Hattie, they are mighty fitten — Dere is a can full. As she pointed to 
the can. 

Gone are the kind Julias — Gone are the Hatties — 

Gone are the “Sisters” — 

Gone are the tins of sausages — 


MEMORIES 

An actual fact, which was heard and witnessed, from the Court House 
in Evergreen, Alabama. Fictitous names are used in 1967. 

An old Negro woman passing around the county court house, enroute 
to the Post Office, was accosted by a young Negro girl. 

Hi there, Miss Bu — 

Howdy honey — hows you? 

I’s fine, Miss Bu. 

Thats nice, honey — 

Mis Bu, I got a little baby, now — 

You is? Honey, dats nice, sho. 

Yes, sam — Miss Bu, I’s married too. 

You is, honey? Thats makes it more nicer. 


Copied 
I think this is about one of the funniest stories I have ever heard, 
whether it is the truth, I can’t say, as it was just told to me for the truth, I 


can’t say, as it was just told to me for the truth. Anyway I want to pass it 
along. This is about two drummers, (as they were called) who were passing 
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along thru the country, when they passed a Negro cemetery and saw a 
funeral was being held. One of the men said to the other, let us pull in 
here, J want to have some fun. The other one agreed, not knowing what 
was going to happen. It was in the days of horse and buggies, also when 
ropes were used to lower a body, so the two men hitched their buggy, 
walking up to the grave, just about the time, they were ready to lower the 
body and when one of the men, saw it was time, he threw his voice in the 
grave, saying, “don’t drap me boys, be keerful.” 

Well, the body was dropped and the pall bearers just left the scene very 
hurriedly. Needless to say what happened. The drummers, didn’t smile, 
but drove on off. However, it was learned that one was a ventriloquist, and 
he had to pay a heavy fine. 


There was a woman, who told me, of the experience, her sister had, 
with her two maids. She was very comfortably situated, and very fortunate 
to have two good maids, one was the main cook, who had been trained 
well, knew how to serve and was always as delighted as her Mistress, when 
company was expected. The lady of the house was going to give a 
luncheon for some very interesting out of town visitors. With the help of 
the main cook, she planned a very attractive luncheon, but at the 11th 
hour, her cook was taken very sick, which threw the hostess almost in a 
collapse; the other maid, who did the cleaning up, helped in the kitchen, 
and was just one of these large bosomed, and kind Negro women, who had 
never been trained to serve. She wore her head wrapped with a large 
checked kerchief, apron to match and was just a good old soul. When she 
saw how her Mistress was so torn up, she said, ““Miss Lucy, why don’t you 
Jet me do what Inez always does? I knos how to do it just as good as she 
does, I watches her all the time, old Mary can help you. The hostess just 
stood and looked at her, and finally she said, well, I will have to let you do 
it and I do hope you won’t make a blunder. Now one thing you must 
remember, don’t remove the plates, until everyone has finished. You 
understand, Mary? Yes-am, old Mary knos. You just watch me. 

So Mary served. She did fine, until she took up the last plate, and it 
happened it belonged to one of the special guests, who left an olive on her 
plate, so, just as Mary raised the plate, the guest reached and picked the 
olive up and put it to her mouth, when old Mary looked at her Mistress, 
saying; Lord Jesus, honey, if she hasn’t started all over again. 

The hostess embarrassed, but the guests all just fairly delighted in the 
act and the originality of Mary. 


HENRY ADAMS — NEGRO BARBER 

At one time, in the early history, of our country, particularly in the 
deep South, all barbers were Negroes. When I was a child, and until I was 
grown, we had only Negroes in Evergreen, for barbers. We had a Negro 
here in the eighties and nineties, and until about 1908, a very unusual 
barber. Where he came from, or where he was educated, I have no record, 
but he was a very capable man in his profession and had the respect of all 
the white men. To begin with, he was an imposing, really distinguished 
personage. He stood erect, wore a mustache, was extremely light, very 
quiet and remained aloof from everyone, white or black. The Negroes, 
would eye him, but never trespassed on his company. He walked with a 
light gait, carried himself, like he was Lord of all. His wife was also light, a 
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very modest little person, and his two sons and little daughter were also 
light, and were well mannered — they were not allowed to associate with 
anyone, I remember hearing a young man, from our town say this — well, I 
was in the barber shop today, and I was trying to quote Shakespeare and 
had forgotten the lines, and appealed to a friend, who was sitting in the 
shop, and he could not quote the lines I wanted. To my surprise, the 
barber, said, “if you young gentlemen will allow me, I will tell you. So 
they readily and eagerly consented as they were anxious to hear him talk, 
as all the men did — He repeated the lines perfectly, just what they 
wanted. He died when he was middle aged — never heard of him being a 
drinking man. When the tourist use to flock here, there was a woman from 
Boston who said, the “finest looking and most distinguished gentleman,” 
she met or saw in the south, was.a barber. And he was. You would think 
of an “English Squire’? as you would see him either walking down the 
street or standing in front of his shop, which stood about where Chevrolet 
Company is now located. Notwithstanding his appearance, his intellect, he 
had to suffer from the sins of his Fathers. 

He was a loner — After his passing, his family left Evergreen, and no 
one knows what became of them. 


MEMORIES 

One of my friends, had returned from New York City, and was telling 
her maid, how the Government was going to try and send all the Negroes 
back to Africa. The woman (Negro) who was cleaning up for her said this 
to her. “Now Miss M- I just aint going back to that country. I aint no 
nigger — I is Indian, White and a little nigger in me, and they just can’t do 
that to poor old me. What would I do over there for my white folkes? 
They needs me here. 


Another friend said, her laundry woman came in, and said to her — 
Lawsy me, what is to become of us poor niggers? Now they are trying to 
make us go to their.churches! I don’t want to do that — you know, I just 
loves to shout, and if I have to-go to you white folkes church and I gets 
happy, I just naturally have to shout; what would I look like, a shouting in 
your church, Hallelujah! Praise the Lord; you all would laugh at poor old 


me and I would be so ashamed — no mam, I wants to stay with my own 
folkes. She was right. 


OUR AUNT CHANEY 

Our Aunt Chaney came to us, after she moved to Conecuh, from 
Wilcox County; she was in her seventies, but still going strong and knew 
how to cook. She said, her old Missus taught her. She was born on one of 
Wilcox best plantations, belonging to the families of Purifoy, who were 
intermarried with the Watts — Green, Moore and Purifoy families. She was 
around eight years old, when the.yankees came thru., (as she expressed it) 

Aunt Chaney was a slave, who never was ashamed of it. She delighted 
in talking about her Marster and Missus. She showed the African instincts, 
like ghosts, walking and going out in the rain, and when fall would come, 
and the leaves would begin. to change, there would be rustling in the 
forests, you would see Aunt Chaney go for her walks, thru the woods, 
walking slowly, inhaling, and looking upward. We often wondered what 
part of Africa she camé and what tribe. She always wanted to do her part, 
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and give aid, in any effort. Once, when a Negro drayman moved something 
for us, she walked forward to help him. He spoke very angrily to her, not 
needing her help. It crushed her, but one of the men of the house stepped 
forward and told him, he could not speak that way to our Aunt Chaney, 
she was one of the household. This. changed the attitude of the drayman, 
quickly. I shall never forget on an occasion, when Aunt Chaney told me 
something, that had an influence over her, and I must say, it had over me. I 
was absent from home for a day or so and found on my return that Aunt 
Chaney had been suffering from her feet paining her, possibly it was 
rheumatism. 3 

Anyway, she told me this; yessam, this ole nig, was just suffering some 
bad, just hurt so with my feetsies, that I cried. Well, ole Missus came in 
here and found me crying and you know what she did for this ole nig? She 
went and got a foot pan, with some very hot water, told me to put my feet 
in the water, which I did, and ole Missus bathed my feet. She sho did, and 
I aint ever going to forget her. And that aint all. She rubbed my feet with 
some nice sweet smelling salve. She sho did, just that. To think my ole 
Missus would do that for me. No white woman has ever done that before, 
not for this ole nig. Well, it was an occasion, where silence was goiden. I 
knew my Mother was a most devout woman. I approached her about doing 
this humble act. I was proud of my Mother and knew she always did the 
right thing. She answered me thus. Yes, I did, and why not, you know Our 
Saviour washed his disciples feet and if HE can do it for one of HIS 
disciples then I can do it for my servant Chaney. She is a human, and has a 
soul. My mother was correct. When Aunt Chaney grew too old to work, 
we got her an old age pension. She loved her white folkes and we loved our 
Aunt Chaney. 


MEMORIES 

There came to our town, from Montgomery, a Negro and his wife. The 
man, was named Henry Longmire and his wife was named Fannie. That 
name may not be right, but his name is correct. Henry was quite a dashing 
sort of human, ‘he was always very well dressed. I remember hearing Mr. 
Haimon Long say, (he had a keen sense of humor) that he heard a 
gentleman say once; that Haimon Long, Bob Pullen and Henry Longmire 
were the best dressed “Gentlemen” of Evergreen. When you would see 
Henry Longmire walking down the street, all the Negroes, would eye him 
with envy. He was truly King of ‘Old Gritney” as long as he lived. He 
accumulated quite a good deal of property but where it went to, I can’t 
say. He operated the only Negro restaurant here. His wife, a graduate of 
Tuskegee, taught school for a long time. They were quiet and good 
citizens. Old Gritney has never been the same, since they passed away. 


“AUNT CAROLINE CROSBY” 

I don’t know how to describe this little octoroon, who lived with her 
two daughters, in a little frame house, which stood just about where Mrs. 
Aline Hassell’s house stands on Maine Street. 

Born with the best of Conecuh’s blood in her veins, she played her 
part, in the early days of Evergreen. She and her daughters, did the fancy 
laundering for the men, who wore stiff shirt fronts and high standing 
collars. Also for the ladies, with their fine organdy dresses, with the many 
ruffles, with fine laces., as well as fine linens. You would see or meet Aunt 
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Caroline tripping down the street, always wearing French heeled shoes on 
tiny feet; with a basket of fresh laundry on her head. She would bow, and 
smile but never stopped. In the spring of the year, when the Wisteria was 
in bloom and it hung in perfect clusters on her front gallery, some of the 
girl students of the old S.W.A.A.S. would slip over to Aunt Caroline’s 
house, and watch her iron. She didn’t object. She would greet you with a 
smile, treat you, as if you were Royalty, but never stopped. She didn’t 
have an electric iron, just plain old irons, heated in front of a fire, winter 
or summer. How her little hands would fly — her work was beautiful. It 


was well, she was or could be recognized for her domestic talents. A 
Blessing! 


UNCLE CHET AND AUNT CELIE 

Telling about all of our old Negro friends, this would not be complete, 
unless we could talk about Uncle Chet and Aunt Celie Dennard. Uncle 
Chet owned a small farm and during the harvesting season, he always 
helped the farmers out, when he could. He was a good darkie, always kind 
to his family. He use to tell about, in the good old days, when he was the 
coachman, driving his white folkes in their fine carriage. I never heard 
where Uncle Chet came from, as I never heard of any Dennards from this 
county. He use to tell us, when the Negroes were free, use to drive or sat 
with the driver, (as they did in the old days,) on the Stage Coach, going 
from Montgomery to Mobile. He never experienced any dangers of the 
pioneer days, while assisting the driver of the Stage Coach. Aunt Celie, 
belonged to the Stallworth family. The late W. L. Stallworth, was her 
young Marster, and she frequently visited them and they were always glad 
to see her, as we were, when our dear, precious Aunt Charlotte came to see 
us. 

Aunt Celie was a mulatto, but not a pretty one, but full of fun and she 
would laugh and tell us, when she was a young girl, and the Negroes would 
have their dances, often she would be swept off her feet, into the air, being 
swung by her partner. A good old couple. All of them gone, none that I 


know, are living. How the young people of today, have missed knowing 
the old Negro 
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Uncle Israel and Aunt Jane, lived in their two room cabin, on the top 
of the hill, instead of the cabin under the hill. 

When Uncle Israel went tothe War, with his young Marster, he wanted 
to marry Aunt Jane before he left as she was popular with her race and 
had other suitors, so they married, and he promised her, he would come 
back to her and he did, so after the war was over, Uncle Israel Spicer came 
back to his war bride. She was a wonderful cook and her pound cakes 
could not be surpassed. At Christmas, we children thought the season would 
not be complete, unless we visited Aunt Jane and had some of her 
Christmas goodies. One day, I was playing alone, in our lawn, and was 
whistling, an art I learned from my brothers. Here came Uncle Israel. He 
heard me, and he turned his head this way and that way, as if he was 
trying to locate.a bird. He said, I thot I heard a bird. When I laughed and 
told him, I was whistling, he said, and shook his head, “‘little ladies do not 
whistle.” And he went on his way. He had been brought up in some house 
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and home where manners were taught. They were a childless couple but 
loved all their “‘chillun” as they called us. 

I never pass their old home, which has stood the storms of the years, 
unless I think of this fine old Negro couple. They were not interested in 
integration. They were here, born black, the white man was their friend. 
They were satisfied. 


We Southern people will never forget, the Negroes, who use to work 
on our farms, cook for us, nurses who nursed the young children, those 
who drove the buggies, the yard man, and in any other capacity. How well 
I remember the kind face, soft spoken, and polite “Uncle Bob Matthews” 
whose face always reminded one, of the picture of Moses. Uncle Bob as we 
always called him, which was the respect children in the South was taught 
to do, for the older Negroes, was always so kind, and ready to help 
anyone. He was the father of a large family, and they were all good 
children, loved their Father and Mother. 

Uncle Bob and Aunt Nellie had their own land and a very good house. 
They left it to their children, unencumbered, and several members still 
own their part. Several acres have pecan orchards, which bring in a good 
result. 

On Sunday morming, you would see Uncle Bob coming thru the 
woodland, followed by several of his children, going to Sunday School and 
church service. He always tipped his hat and bowed to our Father, who 
would be sitting on our front gallery. He was a black Negro, wasn’t 
ashamed of being a Negro and tried to bring up his children to be good 
citizens. On our farm, Uncle Bob would always play an important part, 
during the syrup making season. He has two daughters, left in Evergreen, 
one son, and several granddaughters. Three have been school teachers right 
here in Evergreen for a number of years. 1 remember once, when my 
Father’s vision was very bad, he wanted to walk, for some exercise, so he 
walked down the road (not a street then) and it was soon after a rain, the 
gulleys were full of water, Father walked too near the edge of the gulley, 
he stumbled, fell in the water, possibly would have hurt himself 
considerably, if it had not been for the fact, one of Uncle Bob’s younger 
daughters came along, saw him, struggling trying to get up. She hastened 
to his aid, and then walked with him to his home, and she told him, you 
know, Mr. Riley, you and Mrs. Riley saved my sister’s life when she was 
burned so badly, and now the Lord sent me along to give you aid, for the 
good deed so many years ago. It brought to Father’s mind, when Uncle 
Bob and Aunt Nellie were young, they had a child around three, who 
toddled out in the yard, where there was fire had been burning trash. This 
child, who is now a grandmother and lives on Cemetery Ave. got too near 
and fell in the fire, sustaining severe bums. The Mother and Father were 
frantic, they called my parents, which was at least a quarter of a mile from 
their home, but Father heard them. He had someone to go for Dr. Jay, and 
Father and Mother hastened to the call for help. Mother applied some 
domestic remedy, possibly soda, and when the Dr. came, he said, she had 
done just what he would have done. Of course these burns left bad scars, 
but it did not interfere with Carrie’s ambitions, to be a teacher. She 
married, had several children, and taught for several years, and reared a 
nice family of children. She is now in her late seventies or early eighties. 
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When you see a family like this, of the Negro race, you see the influence of 
a good heritage. Uncle Bob and Aunt Nellie Matthews. They were Negroes, 
born black and were not ashamed of it. What would have been their fate, if 
left in Africa? 


Poem, written by a Negro 
The Government and GOD 


I’s yet thankin de govment, 
Fur what he hab done. 


he give me somepin ter eat 
When I could not get none. 


A few words about our govmernt, 
I knows him very well, 

I have belong to de govment 

Dis make fifty eight year. 


De govment helped my father, 
And he helped my mother, 
He helped all my sisters, 

And I the only brother, 


The govment give me meat, 
The govment give me bread, 
And when I sit down at home, 
I sho do feel glad. 


The govment give me work to do, 
I shows that I’s smart, 

My boss man will tell the govment 
I try to do my part. 

So I thank the govment, 

I thank him from my heart, 

The govement the only man, 
That satisfy GOD. 
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